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Prince Albert it a &moaB prince, 

Of honour and renown ; 
The worthy husband eke u he 

Of one who wean a crown. 

Prince Albert's spouse sud to her dear, 
" Though wedde^ we have been 

Three years, and something more, yet w< 
No holiday have seen. 
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" The royal yacht u under weigh, 

It does not want repair; 
Louis Philippe's at Chateau d' Eu, 

Suppose we join hJm there. 

" Mamma and Lady Littleton 

Will mind the chfldren three ; 
Sf, in a ship let 's take a trip 

To France, across the sea," 

The Prince repUed, " I do ohey 

or womankind but one ; 
Though I 'm 3rour husband, you 're my Queen, 

Therefore it must be done." 



How sweet to see a wedded couple, I 

Unto each other's will to supple ! 
The yacht was ordered, in a day. 
To get for Weymouth under weigh. 

The word no sooner had been sud, 
Than over Weymouth quick it spread ; 
That city which had never seen 
For many years a real queen ! 
Elms, beech-trees, laurels, poplan, larches. 
Cut down to form tritunphal arches ; 
The council wa« disturbed by quarrels. 
Whether (o purchase bays or laurels ; 
And there was many a hot debate, 
Where for the Queen the Mayor should wait. 
If he should loiter on the-heach, 
Or try the royal yacht to reach j 
But how it ended, can be better 
Expluned in the ensuing letter. 
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From a Member of the Weymouth Corf oration to a Friend in London. 

Town Hall, Weymouth, August SO, 18i3. 
My Dear Sir: 

You were anxious that I should send jon the particulars of the Royal Visit 

to Weymouth ; and I now satisfy your curiosity, though my own is as unsatisfied as 

ever. Hearing that the royal yacht was opposite Weymouth, proceeding to lay to, 

I offered to lay ten to one that her Majesty would land. The Mayor and myself^ who 

generally pull different ways, resolved for once to row in the same boat. We Uierefore 

put off from Uie shore ; but before we could see the ship we shipped a sea, and the 

force of the current having broken our oars, we were obliged to have recourse to our 

sculls, the thickness of which fortunately saved us. Having neared the royal yacht, 

we remembered that we had forgotten to bring a flag, but hoisted a towel, the ends 

of which being joined together formed an admirable Union Jack for the occasion. Being 

desirous of paying the royal squadron the compliment of a salute, one of Uie corporation, 

who happened to be a printer, took from his pocket a large bill, technically termed a 

" broadside," which he let fly — ^with the wind — ^in the direction of the vessel. Having, 

at length, succeeded in gaining the attention of a man on the look-out at the head of 

the '* Victoria and Albert," we obtained permission to come alongside ; and, the boat 

rising and sinking with the waves, we were alternately presented to her Majesty, as 

the swell of the sea brought us on a level with the cabin-window. I had the 

good fortune to obtain for my turn a very ^considerable billow — one of those broad 

ones which day, according to the song, goes down upon, and on the top of which I 

kept bowing until it had subsided. The Mayor, however, was not equally lucky, for 

Uie wave assigned to him broke suddenly into a breaker, and he was capsized in 

a cloud of spray, while the ceremony of presentation was proceeding. Her Majesty 

having declined to land at Weymouth, we determined on presenting the address, which 

we had brought with us cut and dried ; but it fell overboard, and, though not dried, 

it was necessarily cut, for the royal yacht sailed away without it. 

I can only conclude by saying, that when the Corporation of Wejrmouth wishes 

to communicate with the Sovereign, the British Channel is evidently not the proper 

channel for doing so. 

Yours faithfully, 

Barnaby Barnacle. 
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Over tbe water now oat man shall dance, 
Upon the "light bntacdc toe" to France; 
Where Looii Philippe for hia gueat preparea. 
And nothing in the world — but money — iparei. 
A serrant of the hooaehold he demanda, 
And, placing SHj irancs within hia handa, 
Ordera him instantly to look ahout 
For lota of English cheeae and London stout. 



'T is done! the Monarch of the French, 
Anxioas Victoria's thirst to qaench, 
On coming &om the brinj water, 
Has laid in stores of hoUjed porter ! 
Also, her hunger to appease, 
A masaive pile of Cheshire cheese 1 — 
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Mot that he would to feed have forced lier, 
On double X or single Gloucester ; 
But it was sure to furnisb food 
For those who love the quiazing mood, — 
They at the cheese must have a cnt. 
And of the porter make a butt. 
Mow looking far, and watching near. 
The Monarch sat beside his beer; 
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A ^t suggesting to the ear, 

The ballad of the '* Soldier's Tear/' 
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Upon the cheese he sat, 

Watching with eager look, 
The Albert and Victoria 3racht 

Nearing the harbour's nook. 
He raised a cheering shout, 

To reach the royal ear ; 
But finding it was not returned, 

He took a draught of beer. 



Upon the quarter-deck 

The Queen reclined at ease ; 

Her snowy pocket-handkerchief 
Was fluttering in the breeze. 

Prince Albert, rather queer, 

, Hung o'er the vessel's side ; 

And oft he longed in vain for bier, 
For he wished he could have died. 




In sight the royal squadron comes, 

And Treport's trumpets, fifes, and drums, 

Which have for many a day been mute. 

Prepare to sound the glad salute ; 

Playing so ill ** God save the Queen," 

'T is hard to say what tune they mean : 

So out of time the fifers blow it, 

An Englishman would never know it. 

The drummers, with terrific thumps. 

Chime in by fits, and starts, and jumps ; 

Beat time — they do, indeed ; and floor it ! — 

By getting very far before it. 

The rusty cannon, out of use, 

A roar refuses to produce. 

The Queen draws near ; they try t' astound her. 

By letting off an old four-pounder. 

The ammunition they had got. 

Was half-a-dozen pound of shot ; 

While, that the firing might be louder, 

They had a barrel in of powder. 
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She cornea ! and though die day U murky, 

The steps descending from the quay 
Are covered over with a Turkey 

Carpet, that looks extremely gay. 
Why should it always be required, 

That, when a sovereign *s on the move. 
Shots should on every side be fired 

Which might by chance destructive prove. 
By way, now, of a little flattery. 

Some troops are ordered, with a banner. 
To range themselves along the battery. 

Or, technichally speaking, man her. 



As, on the stage of Drury Lane, 
The supers struggle to maintain 
A footing on some awful height 
For but a shilling each per night, — 
At Tr^port so the soldiers stood, 
As firm and steady as they could 
On battlements tottering with age. 
Like crazy platforms on the stage. 
The peasants, touched by such a scene. 
Do homage to the English queen. 
By sending shouts of " Five la Seine .' " 
With all their might, across the main. 
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Now, carried gently by the tide, 
Louis Philippe is seen to glide 
Up to the royal vessel's side, 
Which now at anchor seems to ride. 
To it his barge is quickly tied ; 
And now, with all a monarch's pride, 
He scales the hatchways that divide 
Him from his guest. The act is spied, 

And, at a signal given, 

The air again is riven 

With powder and shot, 

And the devil knows what, 

And the cannons roar 

As before, or more. 

But now the Queen, and Albert too. 
Are slowly seen to come in view. 
The Queen of the French, with her sons. 

And followed by all of her daughters, 
At once to the landing-place runs. 
Determined to take up her quarters 
At the point that is best 
For receiving her guest. 



Dear Sir, 




Victoria touches foreign ground, 
Saluting all the circle round. 
The King, delighted by her charms, 
y Raises her in his royal arms ; 
And kisses her on both her cheeks 
As if she had been his guest for weeks. 
Prince Albert, with a languid air. 
And suffering from the mal de mer. 
With hat and face extremely white. 
Commences doing the polite. 

Now Queen is introduced to Queen ; 

And 't was delightful to be seen 

What kissing passed between each other. 

Both young and old — daughters and mother. 

The real key to all this fuss is, 

'T was France that first invented busses ! 



The deeds of that eventful day 
Are told more pithily and shorter. 

Than in the versifying way. 

By letter from our " own reporter." 



Hotel d' Anoleterre, 
— October, 1843. 



I am now at the Ville d' Eu ; and, between you and me, they may well call 
it a ville, for the accommodation is villainous. To those whose English notions of a ville 
are founded on what they have seen of Pentonville, the Ville of Eu will be full of novelty. 
The Chateau of Eu is in the centre of a valley, which probably accounts for its valetu- 
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dinarUn effecta, the place being remarkably healthy. The present building w^ erected 
by the Dnke of Ouise ; but it has been a great deal disguised by modem alteratdons. It 
came into the poaaesaion of the rich Orieans family — already worth several plumi — under 
a cognorit giTen by Joseph of Lorrune, who not being able to keep up his instalments, 
the property was put up by aome Robins of the 16th century ; and the eligible investment 
was knocked down aa it stood to Anna Maria Louia of Orleans : it ia a duodecimo edition 
of the Tuilleriea, there being a wonderfol family likeness in the chimneys, which were 
carried, under the Ouiaes — or we should, perhaps, rather say, orer the Ouiaea — to a 
height they never reached afterwards. 

Bat I must now tell you what haa been going on, and how it went off. The royal 
party, after landing, started off towards the Chateau in a eJutr-a-bane, which is something 
like a aecond-class railway carriage, or a. Hampton Court pleasure-van, with the seats 
down the middle instead of along the aides of it. On arriving at the Chateau, the Queen 
of England and the King of the French came to the balcony, and the latter went through 
a series of gymnastic exercises with bis bat, twirling it round and round with extreme 
energy, and illustrating the theory of centripetal and centrifugal force, as applied to the 
ordinary gossamer. This muscular exhibition, or grand ptu d' action, introducing a series 
of astonishing tours de chapeati, was received with the utmost enthuaiasm, and the royal 
party then withdrew to the banquet. 

Not having been present, I am of course unable to tell you what the banquet con- 
sisted of; but as cheeae and stout had been provided, I have no doubt that, among the 
various dishes into which culinary ingenuity had twisted these substantial articles, the 
following were some of the principal : — 
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Frontage dans un embarraa de hiere dcmee (Cheese stewed in ale). 

FroMage philosophtque (Sage cheese). 

Utt lapin des GaUei (A Welsh-rabbit). 

Ent-bon^int, avee lefroidew iloigtif (Stont, with the chill off). 

La vingtroisieme kltre de F Alphabet detixfoia riptti (Double X), 



Such were a few of ihe dishes st the banquet; and as the King of the French sal 
at the head of the table, he seemed to combine in himself a royal pear, though only i 



■ingle individual. Queen Victoria was the life of the royal party. Her jokes flew 
abont with royal munificence : her bon mota upon Admiral Mackan were extremely 
numerous, though it is true the name was rather a suggestive one. Prince Albert was 
greatly admired by the French ladies, who rather offended him by alluding to him aa 
a joli garfon, the term garfon implying, according to the pocket dictionary, that the 
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Prince had with him a boyighness, which he thought rather derogatoiy to his dignity, 
lionia Philippe appeared to great advantage upon this occasion, and auggeated an addition 
to the " thouMud and one " dishes that were served from the royal atisuine — tile du Rot, en 
papiUotta, 
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On the following day (being Sunday), the Queen was entertained hy a EtroU jn the 
picture gallery, and was introduced to the ancestors of Louis Philippe, vhen she perpetrated 
the following pun, which forms a brilliant addition to the archives of the House of Brunswick. 
" These are my ancestors," observed Louis Philippe. 
" They looh more lilce the Guise (Guys)," responded Queen Victoria. 

On Monday the Royal patty re- 
~' ' " paired to the forest of Eu, to partake 

of a pic-nic, a subject which seems to 
call for the fency dress of poetry. 



At early morning. 

The clouds gare warning 

Of light and drizzling showers ; 
The sky was low'ring. 
The run was pouring, 

And threw a damp on the rdgu- 
ing powers. 
But the sun appearing, 
And the atmosphere clearing. 
The nooD-day sky was more bright 
than the matin ; 
So, depending on it, 
Her yellow bonnet 
The Queen put on, with her dress 
of pure satin. 
And away they went to the sylvan acene. 
Where Nature bad laid a carpet green ; 
And the road o'er which the horses tugged, 
Though it was n't carpeted was rugged. 
The spot was one adonied by charms, 
That bounteous Nature kindly lent ; 
And there were easy chairs with arms, 
As well as a capacious tent. 
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But a]l yas Bunple — free from state, 
No show of gold and ulrer plate, — ' 
Though made of a less costly stuff. 
There certunljr were spoocK enough. 
KiDg, Queen, Prince, Minister, and Lord, 
Were gathered round the rural board, 
And made a hearty meal, hot hasty, 
On fowl, and tongue, champagne, and pasty. 
Unto the carefnl Aberdeen, 

Who silence craflQy maintaiiu, 
The Count of Paris might be seen 

To offir slily tongue and brains. 
And Louis Philippe wore a joyous air. 

Throwing his royal jnu de mat about, — 



" That cork," s^ he, " to Guizot I compare. 

Because it takes some time to get him out." 
The royal visiters at last retired, 

And then the soldiers, to their duty true. 
Knowing to clear the ground they 'd been required. 

Thought they had better clear the tables too. 
They made at once a sudden spring, 

No etiquette could bind them ; 
Before them carrying everything, 

And leaving nought behind them. 
Enough of pleasure in the air. 
For plays and concerts now prepare ; 
Where mad musicians strain their throats. 
In sending forth the wildest notes ; 
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And melody is strangely torn. 
By comic solos on the horn. 
On Tuesday mom the Prince af^ears, 
Before the gallant carbineers ; 
Who boldly caper to and fro, 
In long, bnt rather crooked row. 
Prince Albert to the barracks Lies, 
And into the arrangement spies ; 
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He teats the Bottness of each bed, 
And proves the hardness of the bread ; 
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He drinks a glass of eau-de-eie, 

" Paa mauvaU, 'pon my word ! " says he. 

To the chaUdu he hurries straight, 

And still with the review elate, 

He on a horse pretends to mount, 

To please the little Paris Count ; 



Who laughs to see Prince Alhert ride. 
And o'er a wooden cock-horse stride. 
But all that 's bright must &de, 

The brightest still the fleetest ; 
And all that sweet was made, — 
Alluding, of course, to the bon-bon trade ; 

Of which a selection of some of the sweetest, 
The King of the French gave orders to pack, 
For the Queen to take to England back ; 



And of ehocolat de santi too, 
There were ordered of pack^get a few, 
Which Albert consented to convey — 
Although it yiae BOmething out of the way. 
To see her Majesty's consort rather 
Sinking the pride of the Prince in the &tber. 



the visit is otct, the guests are all gone, 
The King of the French is left weeping alone ; 
The ffiOHcAoJr of cambric is raised to his brow, 
And the heart of the Uonarch ia desolate now. 
With smilea and caresses he' welcomed the Queen, 
And took her to pic-nics to see and be seen ; 
He knew that the fact the reporters wonld tell, 
So he smiled when he kissed her, and bid her brewell. 
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He would not embitter one moment her Btay, 
Nor tend her, when going, in sadness smy ; 
He hears the guns sounding, he sees her depart, 
And can 't repress longer the grief of his heart ; 
He thinks of the pic-nic, the people, the cheen. 
The comic horn solo still rings in hb ears ; 
The nwuchoir of cambric is raised to his brow. 
And the heart of the Monarch is desolate now. 
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For the benefit of our readers who have not taken advantage of the short passage by 
Folkestone) to stay a week at Boulogne, or do not belong to the Dramatic Authors' Society, 
we subjoin the following notes. Premising that Prince Albert is not a Frenchman, but 
that his object was to compliment Louis Philippe, we find he has followed the sounds 
rather than the sense, of the English idiom. 

L* (^cre est pesS» — The anchor is weighed. 

La vapeur est en kaut. — The steam is up. 

V kcQtee est sur la crm/^re.— The bark is on the mane. (His Highness has evi* 

dently confounded the word main with mane.) 
Le vent du levain, — The east (or yeast) wind: souffle comme il fant — blows properly. 
Et feuilles — and leaves : la France par derrtere-— France behind. 
Nos marins sont une planch e^ — Our sailors are a board. 
Un aUmt, — A trump. 
Croisans la mdncke.-— Crossing the straits. 
Un bon par. — A good by. 
Le gage de Pere Maihieu. — The pledge of Father Mathew. (This was probably an 

allusion to the water excursion.) 
Les casseurs sont a tite, — The breakers are a head. 
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REPEAL OF THE UNION. 
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***** So dark is the night, that even the rays of a miserable little candle, stealiDg 
their way through the dull smoky panes of that Qarret- window, afford a glimmer which, 
though the feeblest possible, enables the roving eye to discern all objects within the 
range of the apartment. 

Therein, asleep or awake, cluster some half-score human beings — hangers-on, let us 
rather call them, upon the skirts of humanity. Locked in sleep — snatched temporarily 
from the pinching gripe of hunger — lie in a comer, scantily covered up from the cold, 
several of a family of children ; the elder members of which (girls with white lips, hollow 
cheeks, and eyes to which the bright freshening tears of youth would be a luxury) are seated 
at a small table with their mother ; all as close together as may be, the better to share the 
glimmering of the candle. They are not gathered at the evening meal — they are shirt- 
making, or waistcoat-making, at three haUpence a day, and they have all been sewing 
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The father of the group sits by the handful of dull fire, his eyes fixed on the expiring 
embers, his hands resting on his knees, and his thoughts wandering into the morrow in 
quest of food and fuel. Everything denotes poverty, privation, and life-wearing anguish 
— so it has long been with them, and so it long must be. 

But the eyes of the wife are raised every minute, — ^from the work that makes them 
ache and bum in their sockets, from the needle whose point is almost felt piercing them 
as they gaze, — to the weary man, who has perhaps wandered all day long about the town in 
search of work ; or worked for a reward so scanty, that it barely bought the needful meal 
for the labourer, and afforded not the father's heart the slightest hope of sparing for his 
family. Her eyes are turned to him anxiously, watchfully, — even hopefully; they seem 
to tell him, momently, " We shall soon finish, the day's work will be carried home, we 
shall be paid presently." 

Yet, with the fruits of her early marriage around her, with the bitterness of her union 
with poverty and toil in her very soul, — does she wish it dissolved ; does she wish it had 
not been ? Never, even in a dream, did such a desire momentarily disturb her loving and 
confiding nature. Though marriage has heaped upon her cares, trials, toils, agonies — 
miseries, acute, unnumbered, and interminable — ^that woman's true and perfect heart 
never knew what it was to throb, in its last extremity of pain, for a repeal of the union ! 

« * * * * 

Peep through this Drawing-room window-^ it is at the back of the house, and the 
curtains are left unclosed. Beautiful, though sad and pale, is the lady who sits there 
alone — the lights burning dimly around her, the fire sunk low in the large grate, the open 
volume half slipping from the lap on which her right hand that lightly holds it has 
dropped, and her left elbow resting insecurely upon the edge of the table ; whOe her cheek 
(where are its roses now?) unsteadily, but prettily, reposes in the hollow of her white 
uplifted palm. 

Beautiful, but sad and pale, indeed ! — ^for the hour is very late, and she has been long 
sitting up, awaiting in silence and loneliness the return of her husband. He has gone 

to the Opera, or a rout at House, or he has an engagement at chicken-hazard, 

or he is lingering over broiled bones at his club. As usual, he is ** somewhere" — the place 
to which, in the ardour of his communicativeness, he generally says that he is going — 
and, also as usual, his wife is sitting up for him. 

But, then, why is this? Why, when his servant waits below until the hour of his 
return, be it midnight or daybreak — ^why does that gentle and delicate creature needlessly 
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exhaust her strength, and mercilessly dissipate her beauty, by sitting 'up too? — resisting 
the influences of sleep, injuring her fine eyes over small print, which she reads by 
instalments of two lines at a time, breaking down the spirit and the spring of youth, and 
realising all the pains and penalties of dissipation, without securing a taste of its 
intoxicating pleasures! 

Ah, why? That is the question; but who can answer it? The only thing certain is, 
that she has sat up, does sit up, will sit up, and ought not to sit up. Perhaps she did it 
at first out of a pure desire, instinct with affection, to give him proof of welcome when- 
ever he might return, and to shew to his admiring eyes a glad face, however late the 
hour might be. 

« 

Perhaps she did it afterwards out of a feeling of pride, a sense of joy at making sacrifices 
for him, a loving exultation in being able to think that though she could never deserve his 
soul's devotion, she could still earn the pleasure brought her, by waiting long, oh, very 
long ! but patiently and unrepiningly, for it. 

Perhaps she persevered, the year after, with the view of thus administering to him 
a particularly broad hint that he might come home a little sooner ; and of dealing to her 
still-beloved, through the medium of a pale cheek and a thinned figure, as direct a reproof 
for his neglect as her tender delicacy would permit. 

Perhaps she continued to persevere, because she had become insensibly the victim to a 
bad habit, and could never get a wink of sleep even if she went to bed, but felt less 
refreshed than ever the next morning. 

Perhaps she then maintained her post, not in the vague vanished hope of attracting him 
home the sooner, but with a faint idea that she might thus induce him not at least to stay 
later, not to stop out all night. Women are at last contented with so very little! 

And probably she perseveres in her midnight devotion now, chiefly for the sake of 
an opportunity of brooding silently over her wrongs, of mourning her slighted love, of 
wishing she had children to charm him home, and of cherishing the not unwelcome thought 
that, at least she shall not live to be an old woman — that he will think of her fondly, 
respectAilly, when she is gone! 

But, during all the long, long nights, which, with whatever motive, she has thus 
spent in anxiety, expectation, and wearisome reflection, was her dutiful submissive nature 
ever startled by the intrusion of a wish, that such an union had never been ? Did she ever, 
when most her eye was inclined to flash fire, her gentle tongue to scold, her patient spirit 
to droop within her, conceive a desire for its termination ? It is difl^cult to decide upon tlie 
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first point. She may be pardoned by the most rigid stickler for the constant and unrelease- 
able tie — ^the self-sacriiicing principle in. woman — ^if she should once, when half asleep, yet 
wholly conscious of neglect, have sighed for the sweet, hopeful, disengaged early time, 
and wished she had never wedded; but with no heavier throb than that did her heart 
ever rebel against her lot; never did it heave freely at the thought of separation; every 
bright drop that gushes through it would have rushed back, chilled at the simple idea 
of a repeal of the union ! 



But over the way — observe! — this window looks into a snug little Parlour, which, 
however, appears just now to be in admired disorder. Ye household gods, what a shiver 
have ye sustained ! How magnificent is the ruin around ! how sublime the havoc and 
confusion! The tea-table is overthrown, as the throne of the Csesars was before it. 
A small book-shelf has been converted into a circulating library, the volumes having been 
scattered over every comer of the room. A snuff-box lies upset upon the sofa, its dusty 
contents being sprinkled liberally over the new damask, as the late contents of the coal- 
skuttle are over the Turkey carpet ; an umbrella is being consumed in the fire, having been 
thrust, poker-fashion, between the bars ; and a nice new hat lies crushed under a pile of 
books, among which the '* Trials of Temper" is uppermost; while the ''Whole Duty 
of Man," with " Rolt on Moral Conmiand," are underneath. 

The Marius of this Carthaginian ruin sits amidst the scene, seemingly more alarmed 
than sorrowful : there is woe in his visage, but the fear is predominant ; for he is by 
no means sure that havoc has done its worst. There is, moreover, a storm of thunder 
and lightning yet raging around, for his wife is still looking at him, and still talking. 

What is more astonishing than all, is the little simple domestic fact, that all this 
rage and terror ! — this fever of passion and ague of fear ! — this simoon of the parlour ! — 
this desecration of the hearth-stone and driving out the Lares! — was all occasioned by 
a breath — by six innocent words spoken by the Lord of the Hearth-stone, just as he 
was quietly stirring his third cup, and meditating whether he should take a bit more 
mufiin with it or not. 

" My dear," said the simple man, who never before supposed himself to be a conjuror, 
or that he spoke like a furnace-blast — '' my dear, I think I shall drop in, for an hour 
or so this evening, upon the Hibbinses." 

Much swifter, much ! than ever the swift Camilla scoured the plain — ay, or flew over 
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the com, or skimmed along the main either — did the Lady of the Hearth-stone, the 
EnchantresB of the Parlour, spfing from the seat she occupied at the table, and, by the 
most well-timed, instantaneous, convenient accident imaginable, overtom the same ; with 
a precision and promptitude so nice, that it was perfectly impossible for the intended 
visiter of the Hibbinses to escape the consequences, or prevent his unhappy extremities 
from coming in contact with the descending tea-urn. 

So wonderfully well done was the work of chance, that some people would have said 
it was done for the purpose. However this may be, the work of wilfulness was not 
slow to follow ; for a most gentle remonstrance against the carelessness, which something 
in the scalded sufferer's feelings plainly told him was design, vexy soon produced an 
attack of a less covert nature ; and as, under these circumstances, it not imnaturally 
occurred to him, that a speedy retreat to the Hibbinses aforesaid might save him from 
further tortures, and secure a little balm for his hurt mind and understandings, his 
umbrella and hat were, at a single snatch, forthwith rendered utterly incapable of sharing 
the odium of his desertion by aiding his escape. 

Was this agreeable incident a novelty ? — not at all ; it was of frequent occurrence 
in his establishment: so also was the manner of bringing about its termination. The 
enemy having committed, by seeming accident as well as by open design, the exact 
amount of mischief she had estimated as applicable to the case, well knew that she had 
made a due impression on the victim's mind, and that it was simply necessary now to 
shift her course suddenly, and then get, as it were, on the other side of him, in order 
to clench the nail she had already driven in. 

Accordingly, having exhausted her fury, a piteous flood of tears fell from her fiery 
eyes at a moment's notice — a flood which was intended to wash from the heart of the 
beholder every atom of resentment — a shower-bath, whose shock was to drive out all 
ill-humours ; but singular, though not perhaps sad, to relate, the shower had no such 
effect on this occasion; for once the tears fell without the least apparent danger of 
wetting his moral nature to the skin: his sensibilities appeared to have wrapped them- 
selves in a comfortable macintosh; his heart was lightly beating, sound and dry, as if 
under an umbrella — not a tear touched it. 

Here at last was a case of late conversion to repeal. He had, to be sure, wasted a 
stray thought or two on sundry occasions before, in considering the consequences of 
separation; and very often indeed had he devoutly wished that celibacy had been long 
since imposed, by a merciful legislature, as a sacred duty upon all lady-hunting laymen; 
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but never until to-night had he seriously felt the intense blessing of a separate lot, and 
still less had he felt the courage necessary to obtain it. 

But now at length the worm turns; the l^t feather is laid on and the bold camel 
shakes off his burthen. Now, at length, as he draws forth from the bars the. burnt stump 
of that brown-silk companion of his walks, just mingled with the things that were, — 
as he drags from under the pile of miscellaneous knowledge the crushed hat that was 
so comely in the morning, — ** repeal of the union" rushes into his head, and thence to 
his toes, and thence again upward, and all over him. With the beaver so unutterably 
shapeless pulled upon his brows, and the charred stick of the umbrella under his arm 
that hitherto peaceful, Ipyal, submissive husband goes forth into the night-air a confirmed 
Repealer ! 




UNIoai AMD REIEAL. 




IlLOBTHATES BT AlFKID CftOWQVlXrU 









'•r 




-^ 



SCBOOUOT PLT. 




IKTOLVIITAKY FLT. 



<|>2>S SO) Wa^ 2SI2Sf ®<l>^vi 



OP ARIAL NOTORIETY. 

Great Hen-som ! no faint-hearted chick art thou, •^ 

With coxcomb on thy brow; — 
Unless I *m much mistaken 
(Great geniuses are sometimes so— see Bacom) 

Prophetic is thy crow ; 
** Cocksure'' I am, that something very new 
Is hatching, by thy " cocka-doodle-dor 

The Greeks of old, 
• As we are told, 

And other Eastern sages too, 

From " flight of birds" their wisest " auguries" drew ; 

Modems hdve studied books, 

But thou hast studied " rooks ;*' 
Though I *ve a notion, 

A camo»-crow, 

Would better shew # 

Thy principle in ** aerostatic motion !" 

*Ti8 really far too bad, 

But many think thee mad, 
And talk of Bedlam as thy destination, — 
For all such fiiglUy folks the fit creation, — 
But thou must rise ere long in public estimation ! 

This is no " puff!" Puffs would not do thee good, — 
Be very wary of Professor ^irey ; 
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Wtat aeeiiiB to me peculiarl; Eurpriaing, 

Is that the railway shares should now be riaing ; 

The poor, deluded, uid half broken-hearted 

" Honourable Proprietors," too late 

Bewailing loud their fate, 

Will make " a terminus" of their existence ; 

" Died or a line," will be 

The verdict, — thus we aee 

The sad results of human inconsistence ; 

I mean we eball nee, wlien thy first great flying ateam- 

machine has started. 

The immediate reason I forgot to mention, — 

'T is that they wont buy shares, or " take up" thy 

inventian. 

Uisgnided men I 

They think thy " JEritl Courier" soon will be 

A mere " dead letter ;" 

Hehson I I tell thee, then, 

The sooner 'tia "oH tip" with thee 

The bettor 1 

W. E. 8. 
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Hekletop Hall Academy, 

lOOiDec., 1848. 
My dear Father, 

The near approach of the Christmaii vacation affords mc the 
pleasurable opportunity of addressing you on the subject of my studies, in which I trust 
you wit] find me greatly improved. On French days, I regularly dine off six dozen 
oysters, that I may acquire the language like a native, and already I Rnd no difi^ulty 
in getting through « lot of Sheltey'ti works, which I quite devour, and readily translate into 
another tongue. Greek we learn by candle-light, as our professor thinks it the easiest 
method of becoming acquainted with Greece ; but, af^r all, this is a point much questioned 




Nest half-year I am to commence Spanish ; io the meanwhile I am undergoing a prepa- 
ratory course of onions and chesnuts. I have Dot yet touched Italian, fearing to have too 
many irons in the fire at once. 
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I have almost forgotten my Latin, which, you will be glad to learn, I proMcute with the 
ntraost rigour. Ailer that, English comes quite easy and natural, for we stand in a cku, 
to answer questians relative te parts of speech and syntax (Mr. TicUetop uyt the Income- 
tax is ■ tin-tax), and all that sort (^ thing; what we know, we tell, and what we don't, 
we miM, and that is called pass-ing ! As for exercises, on Saturdays some of the boys 
learn to dance, which I am anxious to do, only I await your approTil before I take 
any step*. I hare filled a book with eyes, mouths, ears, and notes, so you will percetTe 
that drawing has been a principal feature, but I hope soon to make faces, which will be 
delightAil, although I must not paint myself in too flattering colours. Geography has not 
been neglected. I am as familiar with both globes, as the gold and sliver flsh in the 
parlour, only I have not done any maps yet, as Ur. T. thinks maps will l«ad to ckart-nm, 
which is to be avodded. Ancient history I find vsstly entertaining, eq>ecia]ly that portion 
about Romulus and Remos being suckled by a wolf, which reminded me of a like instance 
in more modem times, I mean Little Red Riding Hood, who was devoured by an animal 
of the same species. The cases are strikingly similar. The experiments in electricity 
were to truly shocking, that I preferred attending the hydraulic class, conducted by 
Mr, Welt, the shoemaker, who lately joined the Teatotallers ; and it is a singular coin- 
cidence, that all the boys boots have let in water ever since ! I regret to stats that my 
last new clothes are torn to rags, the effects, I verily believe, of the new tar-iff; you must 
also furnish me with another great-coat, for as the winter sets in, I shall be either 



Mr. Tickletop presents the compliments of the season. I hope to find you in good health 
on the 1-tth, and not as we shall be, "breaking up." 

From your dutiful and affectionate Son, 

TOBY PUNCH. 
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The&e is an old saying, 

Distrust conveying, 
More uttered in firolic than wrath ; 

Which, if one says " 1*11 do 

So and so," answers ** You ! 
Not you ! get along I go to Bath ! " 

Now it*s possible quite, 

That a tone more polite, 
To give to these words I may be able ; 

For Bath is a place, 

Which I still have the grace, 
To think not at all disagreeable ! 

X ou have heard of Beau Nash, 

Who there cut a dash. 
And remembered by many a '' merry mon" is. 

He flourished awhile, ^ 

In a Beau Brummel's style, 
As master in chief of the ceremonies ! 

His successor was one, 

Who, all said and done, 
Had a foot which men said was a yard long ; 

And one story they tell. 

Of this long-footed swell. 
Which, reader, shall not keep your bard long. 



He walked in one day. 

With a Mend, by the way. 
To a shoemaker's store in the city ; 

And bumping down whop. 

On a chair in the shop, 
Made his mind up to joke and be witty. 

" My shoemaking treasure," 
Cried he, " you '11 just measure 

My foot, if your pleasure it suits. 
For — " then he by chance 
Made his right foot advance, — 

" A pair of most beautiful boots ! " 

The man, not a dunce. 

Took his right foot at once. 
And measured, without any dread of it ; 

Then rose with his pen 

To enter it — ^when 
T' other put out his left foot instead of it. 

" Now tell me," said he. 

When the shopmaii was free, 
" Long at lapstone and knife you've been clever. 

But answer me pat. 

Such a great foot as that 
Did you ever behold, — did you ever ? " 






Half startled and shy, 

To evade a reply, 
The shopman polite made endeavour ; 

Till the otiher*8 coarse shout, 

Of " Fool, can *t you speak out ? " 
Stings the man, who says " Well, then, I never! " 



Then broke forth mth force 

A bawling so hoarse. 
That a Boreas growl had seemed mellow to it ; 

" You lie, sir, you know. 

For two minutes ago, 
You booby, you measured the fellow to it I " 





BONNET (NOT) BY THE LAUEEAIE. 

It was a very rainy, nasty day, 

The rattling cabs dashed splashing through the mud, 
When through St. Giles's realms I chanced to stray 

Thither, where, tripping o'er the miry flood, 
Beauty her sandaled ankles did display 

(I mention this, for we are flesh and blood). 

In Russell Street the Great, — when, lo ! a bud 
Of Erin's shamrock did obstruct my way. 

It was a litUe, dirty, ragged child ; 
Trousers he wore, and eke a tattered shirt, — 

Nought else ; and he the passing hour beguiled 
By sucking up rain-water in a squirt. 

Which he discharged into my face, and smiled : — 
I onward passed, glad to have 'scaped worse hurt. 



* 
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CIlip, chip, chip swoy, fot two ot lhr« yean, it an enonnaoi block ormxrUe, until yoa hire completed 
■ magDiSccDt Minem, or loine renowaed hero of antiqiuly. The laboriont tudertaklng ii flniihed — you 
hiie wnt it to llie Acadcmr— you ileep, uid dream of R. A. >ad glory I But, oh, horrer of hanon 1 had 
the night-m>re been companion of your slumber* it could not have presented itself in * more hideous farm 
than the unmerciful and, too often, ignorant criliciims upon your genius, which you awKlte to retdl 
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'T WAS not Beau Nash renowned so long, 
Nor he whose foot amazed the throng, 

Who in this tale shall charm ye ; 
But a Bath hero just as rare, 
Long arbiter of manners there, 

A colonel in the army. 

He was a dear broth of a boy, 
Old Ireland's and his mother's joy, 

And Bath's delight moreover ; 
Well he could write, 
And dance, and fight. 

And play the purty lover ! 

There lived a tailor once in Cork, 
Sumamed O'Keefe ; and at his work 

One day he died, that did he ! 
A power of cash he left behind, 
Silver and gold, and notes — and mind. 

He left it to his " widdy." 

Widdy O'Keefe said,—" Well," says she, 
" This fortune is mighty nate for me, 

I '11 make convenient store of it ; 
I '11 discount bills at 10 per cent., 

For the young swells of the regiment, 

# 

And so I '11 make the more of it ! " 
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And so she did ! Our hero prest 

Her into his service, as well as the rest ; 

He might thank his good looks for 
The lots of money that Widdy O'Keefe 
Lent the young captain ; which he took " leaf 

Just to remain in her books for. 



He went fighting abroad. Well, the widdy gay 
Did n't trouble her mind, for she knew one day 

He again would cross her path ; 
But did n't she dance and sing like mad, 
Yes, did n't she caper, and was n't she glad, 

When she heard he was King of Bath. 

" * Go to Bath!' thtn, faiz an' I will, 
If I even discount him another bill 

(And here she sang * Tur-ri-e-ty ') ; 
I 'm a ' widdy bewitched,' I think — but rich ; 
'T is n't often they '11 see the likes o' sich, — 

Och, I '11 get into great society I " 

For Bath her buxom body was shipped, 
Splendidly, too, for its size, equipped, — 

Red, yellow, crimson, vernal. 
Pale pink, and scarlet were some of the dyes. 
Which she wore to dazzle the English eyes, 

When she went to see " the Colonel. 
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He gave ber a ticket to go to the ball, 
The very same night ; but that was n't all ! 

Her destiny to crown it ; 
He lent ber his arm, as she entered the room, 
In the height, the width, and strength of her bloom, 

And he walked her up and down it. 

As nobody yet knew who she might be, 
Envy dared not her faults to see, 

The time had n't come to disparage ; 
And feeling uneasy, she did n't stay long, 
But 'twas ascertained by a few of the throng. 

That she went away in her carriage. 

Ha ! but the morning after the ball. 
Was n't all Bath in a way, that 's all, 

She must be some one, that 's poz ! she 
Must be something distingue. Oh, 
Yes I or the colonel had not been her beau ; 

But, who the devil was she ? 

The colonel was taking an early stroll 
By the Pump-room, when a muster roll 

Of dandies gathered round him ; 
Quick, thick, and heavy in they pour 
Their queries, till his ears they bore, 

And pretty nigh confound him. 




(( 



Who was your last night's heroine, pray ? 
Who was your Dulcima ! say ? — 

Eh, something royal ? no ! 
Grand, large, and dashing ; a princess 
Foreign, or flash ambassadress ? 

What ! — all abroad — no go ? 



''Well, then, an English duchess, or 
What could you so much court her for ? 

A marchioness at least? 
A countess, then ? " " There stop— you stun 
Me with your questions — one by one 

I '11 answer like a priest. 

*' Look here — ^bar making so much noise 
About the lady — ^then my boys 

I '11 satisfy ye all. 
She 's no princess — ^no duchess rare, 
No lady of chargi d* affaires^ 

No marchioness at all ! 

<< No countess-^no ; and yet the glow 
Of riches warms her, and I know 

Her purse of wealth the fount u : 
She 's a (Zii-countess, boys — and dash 
My wigs if, when a man wants cash. 

That does n't bang a countess ! " 



~N. ,^ 
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Don Fekmanik) GouEHaALEZ ! basely have they borne thee down ; 
Paces ten betuDd thy ctarger is thy glorious body thrown; 
Fetters have they bound upon thee — iron fetters fast and eure; — 
Don Fernando Gomersalez, thou art captive to tiie Moor ! 

Long within a stable dungeon pined that brave and noble luiight, 
For the Saracenic warriors well they knew and feared his might ; 
Long he lay and long he languished on his dripping bed of stone, 
Till the cankered iron fetters ate their way into his bone. 
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On the twentieth day of August — ^ 'twas the feast of false Mahound — 
Came the Moorish population from the neighbouring cities round ; 
There to hold their foul carousal, there to dance, and there to sing, 
And to pay their yearly homage to Al-Widdicomb the King ! 

First they wheeled their supple coursers, wheeled them at their utmost speed. 

Then they galloped by in squadrons, tossing of the light jereed ; 

Then around the circus racing, faster than the swallow flies, 

Did they spurn the yellow saw-dust in the wrapt spectators' eyes. - 

Proudly did the Moorish monarch every passing warrior greet, 
As be sate enthroned above them, with the lamps beneath his feet ; 
" Tell me, thou black-bearded Cadi ! are there any in the land 
That against my janissanet dare one hour in combat stand 7 " 



Then the bearded Cadi answered — " Be not wroth, my lord, the King, 
If thy fiutbful slave shall venture to observe one little thing; 
Valiant, doubtless, are thy warriors, and their beards are long and haby, 
And a thunderbolt in battle is each bristly janisaaiy. 



" But I cannot, O my sovereign, quite forget the fearful day. 
When I saw the Christian army in its terrible array; 
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When tiiey charged across the footlights, like a torrent down its bed, 
With the red cross floating o'er them, and Fernando at their head I 

" Don Fernando Gomersalez ! matchless chieftain he in war, 
Mightier than Don Sticknejo, braver tban the Cid Bivar! 
Not a cheek within Grenada, O mj King, but wan and pale is. 
When they hear the dreaded name of Don Fernando Gomersalez ! " 

" Thon shalt see thy champion, Cadi ! hither quick the captive bring ! " 
Thus in wrath and deadly anger spoke Al-Widdicomb the King: 

" Paler than a maiden's forehead is the Christian's hne, I ween. 
Since a year within the dungeons of Grenada he hath been!" 



i 
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Then they brought the Gomersalez, and they led the warrior in, 
Weak and wasted seemed his body, and his face was pale and thin; 
But the ancient fire was burning, unallayed, within his eye, 
And his step was proud and stately, and his look was stern and high. 

Scarcely from tumultuous cheering could the galleried crowd refrain, 
For they knew Don Gomersalez and his prowess in the plain ; 
But they feared the grizzly despot and his myrmidons in steel, 
So their sympathy descended in the fruitage of Seville. 

'' Wherefore, monarch, hast thou ()rought me from the dungeon dark and drear. 
Where these limbs of mine have wasted in confinement for a year ? 
Dost thou lead me forth to torture? rack and pincers I defy, — 
Is it that thy base Grotesquos may behold a hero die ? *' 

" Hold thy peace, thou Christian caitiiF! and attend to what I say: 
Thou art called the starkest rider of the Spanish curs' array, — 
If thy courage be undaunted, as they say it was of yore. 
Thou mayst yet achieve thy freedom, — yet regain thy native shore. 

" Courses three within this circus, 'gainst my warriors shalt thou run, 
Ere yon weltering pasteboard ocean shall receive yon muslin sun ; 
Victor, — thou shalt have thy freedom ; but if stretched upon the plain, 
To thy dark and dreary dungeon they shall bear thee back again." 

'' Give me but the armour, monarch, that I wore within the 6eld, 
Give me but my trusty helmet, give me but my dinted shield, 
And my old steed, Bavieca, swiftest courser in the ring. 
And I rather should imagine that I '11 do the business. King ! " 

Then they carried down the armour from the garret where it lay, 
O ! but it was red and rusty, and the plumes were shorn away ; 
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And they led out Bavieca, from a foul and filthy van, 

For the conqueror had sold him to a Moorish dogs'-meat man. 
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When the steed beheld his master, then he whinnied loud and free. 

And, in token of subjection, knelt upon each broken knee ; 

And a tear of walnut largeness to the warrior's eyelids rose, 

As he fondly picked a beanstraw from his coughing courser's nose. 

Many a time, O Bavieca, hast thou borne me tiizough the fray ! 
Bear me but again as deftiy through the listed ring this day, — 
Or if thou art worn and feeble, as may well have come to pass, 
Time it is, my trusty charger, both of us were sent to grass ! " 



Then he seized his lance, and, vaulting in the saddle, sate upright. 
Marble seemed the noble courser, iron seemed tiie mailed knight ; 
And a cry of admiration burst from every Moorish lady — 
*^ Five to four on Don Fernando ! " cried the sable-bearded Cadi. 

Warriors three from Alcantara burst into the listed space. 
Warriors three, all bred in battle, of the proud Alhambra race : 
Trumpets sounded, coursers bounded, and the foremost straight went down. 
Tumbling, like a sack of turnips, just before the jeering Clown. 

In the second chieftain galloped, and he bowed him to the King, 
And his saddle girths were tightened by the Master of the King ; 
Through three blazing hoops he bounded ere the desperate fight began — 
Don Fernando! bear thee bravely! — 'tis the Moor Abdorrhoman ! 

Like a double streak of lightning, clashing in the sulphurous sky, 
Met the pair of hostile heroes, and they made the saw-dust fly ; 
And the Moslem spear so stiffly smote on Don Femando's mail, 
That he reeled, as if in liquor, back to Bayieca's tail. 
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But Te caaght the nuce beude him, and he griped it hard and l^t, 
And be swung it starldy upwards as the foemati bounded past; 
And the deadly stroke descended through the skull and through the brain. 
As je may hare seen a poker cleave a cocoa-nnt ia twain. 

Sore astonied was the monarch, and the Moorish warriors all, 
Save the third bold chief, who tarried and beheld his brethren foil; 
And the Clown in haste arising from the fbotstool where he sat. 
Notified the first appearance of the famous Acrobat ! 

Never on a single charger rides that stout and stalwart Moor, 
five beneath his stride so stately bear him o'er the trembling floor; 
Five Arabians, black as midnight — on their necks the rein he throws, 
And the outer and the inner feel the pressure of his toes. 

Never wore that chieftain annonr : in a knot Hmself he ties, 

With hia grizzly bead appearing in the centre of his thighs ; V 



©Oti- V.-0© 





IF©! EVEIY TABLE, 



Till the petrified spectator asks in undisguised alarm — 

Where may be the warrior's body, — which is leg, and which is arm? 

** Sound the charge ! " the coursers started ; with a yell and furious vault, 
High iu air the Moorish champion cut a wondrous somersault; 
O'er the head of Don Fernando like a tennis-ball he sprung, 
Caught him tightly by the girdle, and behind the crupper hung. 

Then his dagger Don Fernando plucked from out its jewelled sheath, 
And he struck the Moor so fiercely, as he grappled him beneath, 
That the good Damascus weapon simk within the folds of fat, 
And, as dead as Julius Caesar, dropped the Gk)rdian Acrobat. 

Meanwhile fast the sun was sinking, — it had sunk beneath the sea, 
Ere Fernando Gomersalez smote the latter of the three; 
And Al-Widdicomb, the monarch, pointed, with a bitter smile. 
To the deeply-darkening canvass — blacker grew it all the while. 

'* Thou hast slain my warriors, Spaniard ! but thou hast not kept thy time ; 
Only two had sunk before thee ere I heard the curfew chime; 
Back thou goest to thy dungeon, and thou mayst be wondrous glad. 
That thy head is on thy shoulders for thy work to-day, my lad ! 

'' Therefore all thy boasted valour. Christian dog, of no avail is ! " 
Dark as midnight grew the brow of Don Fernando Gomersalez ; — 
Stiffly sate he in his saddle, grimly looked around the ring. 
Laid his lance within the rest, and shook his gauntlet at the King. 

** O thou foul and faithless traitor ! wouldst thou play me false again ? 
Welcome death and welcome torture rather than the captive chain; 
But I give thee warning, caitifi*! Look thou sharply to thine eye — 
Unavenged, at least in harness, Gomersalez shall not die ! " 
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Thus he spoke, and Bavieca like an arrow forward flew, 
Right and left the Moorish squadron wheeled to let the hero through; 
Brightly gleamed the lance of vengeance — fiercely sped the fatal thrust — 
From his throne the Moorish monarch tumbled lifeless in the dust. 

Speed thee, speed thee, Bavieca ! speed thee faster than the wind ! 

Life and freedom are before thee, deadly foes give chase behind ! 

Speed thee up the sloping spring-board ; o'er the bridge that spans the seas ; 

Yonder gauzy moon will light thee through the grove of canvass trees. 

Close before thee Pampeluna spreads her painted pasteboard gate 1 
Speed thee onward, gallant courser, speed thee with thy knightly freight — 
Victory ! the town receives them ! — Gentle ladies, this the tale is, 
Which I learned in Astley's Circus, of Fernando Gomersalez ! 
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EX.CUMSIOK"g TO THE BUIHS OF ILOH'BOH. 
A.D. 2844. 



The discovery of Meameric prevotianee, or foresight, in thoie under the influence of 
animal magnetiBm, Laa led to some most extraordinary results, which we feel great 
pleasure in being t^e first to lay before our readers. An individual who has lately 
been drilled and tutored for the lectures at difierent Uterary and scientific insldtndons, 
has had his capabilities of predicting so improved by being constantly in action, in a 
similar effect to that of study on the mind and exercise on the muscles, that he can 
now easily anticipate the events of one thousand years ; and, from his dictation, the 
following account has been taken down. 
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The inhabitants of Anteros, a leading sea-port town in the planet Mars, celebrated 
for its large meteoric iron-works, discovered, in the summer of 2844, the site of Lon- 
don, a renowned city of ancient history. The facility of communication opened by 
the aerial ships (invented in 2032 by a native of Mildalea — ^the newly-brought- to-light 
continent in the antarctic regions of the Southern Ocean), led to this interesting cir- 
cumstance; and much valuable knowledge connected with the lore of ancient England 
has been the result. 

A voyage of three days had been arranged for the purpose of surveying the Vesu- 
vius Hot- Water Works, for heating the Alps and North Pole by means of pipes. 
This great undertaking has thawed the whole of the ice and snow, described in old 
works as eternal ; and allowed a tunnel, for a new road into Italy, to pass under 
Mount Blanc. The summit of Mount Blanc itself presents a smiling track of country, 
and has been colonised by the Astronomical Society of Rarefied Lunatics. 

On the afternoon of the third day, the expedition again started, and in half an 
hour descended upon the desolate rock of Great Britain, supposed to have been over- 
whelmed in 2218, by a volcanic combustion of its own coal-mines through fire-damp. 
Ascertaining the probable position of London by the course of a river, which was flowing 
sluggishly through the scene of dreariness in a deep channel, we directly commenced an 
examination of the adjoining country. A conical mound first attracted our attention, 
about twenty feet high, upon uncovering which we found a statue of apparently, some 
eminent one-armed naval commander. Continuing our excavations, we arrived at a 
small door at his feet, which we broke open, and discovered a winding staircase. We 
descended this, which was perfectly free from rubbish, and at last got to the bottom, 
where our progress was entirely intercepted by the fused matter, which, like that in the 
old £airy tale of ^'Pompeii," had overwhelmed the city. Accordingly we returned, and 
the next week imported three or four of the new excavating machines, by whose united 
powers the superincumbent mass was removed, and a large portion of the remains laid 
open — ^what we took for a subterranean staircase proving to be a stone column. 

From what we could make out, London appears at one time to have been a populous 
city, with the river before alluded to flowing through it. Over this stream our President 
made out the vestiges of seven bridges, one of which had apparently been a suspension 
bridge of smaller dimensions. On the remaining tower of this the letters GERFORD 
could be clearly traced, possibly signifying the Saxon name of the monarch at the 
period of its foundation. It appeared never to have been finished; and the different 
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epochs of decay in its varions portions shewed that many centuries had been taken 
up in its construction. The land was rather hilly than flat, universally sloping down 
to the riyer on its north bank; and the direction of the various streets was plainly 
perceptible. 

Passing upwards from the waterside, (he expedition reached a fine ruin, supposed 
to have been a theatre. All its ornamental work appears to have been constructed of 
very fragile materials, and not a trace remained of it ; but in the centre of a heap of 
rubbish, the statue of a poet, leaning with his arm upon a pedestal, was very perfect. 
The Secretary immediately pronounced it to be a statue of Shakspere, with whose works 
all the inhabitants of the planets are well acquainted ; and this memorial had survived 
the decay and changes of ages, whilst nearly everything around it had perished. In a 
nook in the wall was discovered the skeleton of a man, in good preservation. A few 
coins were lying before him, being merely circular pieces of iron, stamped with the 
letters T.R.D.L., the meaning of which we coidd not decipher. These, however, 
bore out a supposition of our President, that plays were things which people formerly 
paid to see, but that the custom gradually fell into disuse. It was surmised that 
this person had died from want, and nobody ever coming near his cell, he was never 
discovered. 

We next went over the ruins of the forum, or market-place, but a short distance from 
the theatre. Below the primary layer of sand and rubbish which encumbered it, we 
discovered the perfect remains of an extinct species of animal, once known as the horse. 
It was about the size of our unicorn, which it somewhat resembled; with the exception 
that the hoofs terminated in semicircular bars of pure iron. We could scarcely believe 
our senses, until a careful analysis proved such to be the case. The only theory offered 
of this singular phenomenon by our chief chemist, was, that England was once an 
immense iron country, before it was hollowed out like a nutshell by speculative schemers : 
and the feet of the animal, constantly upon the ground, became impregnated with its 
metallic properties. Strong fibres of the same substance appeared to run through the 
semicircle, attaching the metal to the bone. We took ofiT the entire hoof, and carefully 
preserved it. 

The streets were, in most cases, paved with hexagonal blocks of charcoal, upon 
removing which we came to a vast assemblage of pipes, running to every house. These 
we presumed to be for the purpose of diffusing knowledge, of which the inhabitants of 
ancient London appear to have had a great idea. A learned man, of great lungs, was 
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powibly seated &t the main pipe, and speaking down it, his instruction was simultaneously 
distributed into every house. There were, also, similar pipes opening into great thorongh- 
fares ; they had, however, long been destroyed, as upon tapping one of them, a violent 
gush of water sprung forth ; and upon piercing another, a vapour of peculiarly suffo- 
cating and offensive odour, hermeticaUy sealed for centuries, rajndly dispersed itself. On 
applying fire to it, it readily ignited. The President collected some of this evidently 
fixed air to analyze; which, he thinks, may lead to a discovery of the means by which 
the Britons produced artificial day — an art entirely lost to us — amongst our modem 
diseoTeriei. It is presumed to have been accomplished by forcing sunshine into strong 
iroQ retorts with a condensing syringe during the day, and then letting it out gradually 
when wanted. 

Thus fai we were enabled to puiBue these highly interesting discoveries in the portions 
of the city already excavated ; but, as much more remains to be investigated, some rare 
curiosities vill, doubtless, be discovered, that may throw a new light upon the habits 
of this singular people, who appear at one time to have held a respectable rank amongst 
savage islanders. The before-mentioned &ct, that Britain was a great iron country, has 
been established, by the discovery of many parallel veins of pure metal lying upon the 
surface of the ground, aud running in all directions, sometimes for the distance of a 
hundred leagues. Fortions of these have been taken to Anteios, and have been 
pronounced to be superior to our own eerohte, both in maUeability and grun. The 
expedition will resume its inquiries at the earliest passible period. 
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Komantc. 

A ladya fiiir, from lattice bi^, 

Looked forth with ibnd delight j 
The moon reflected back her gaze. 

But not her ovn dark knight. 
Oh, where wu he ? — no lable plume 

Came atreaming on the wind ; 
That knight, though often late before, 

lliii night— waa all behind 1 



" Where is my lord ? — why comes he not ? " 

She to her maid did say ; 
" I TOW he shall not have the kisi 

I promised bim to day ! " 
" Oh, dearest ladye t dry those tear*. 

Nor make this useless Iiub ; 
My master 's only been and gone 

And took and — ^1 the ' bds ! ' " 
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" Theic U great fulneu of habit : we muat bleed him again to-morrow, and id the meantime let 
I live u low aa poiuble." 



" What it it I aee towarda the right ! " 

" The tign of Ciprienni, (or I obaerre Mora ind Veoui ore in eonjuitctfaiL" 



THIS MUBHIKEHT ¥]IS2'irJ 

3t9 Han AniIKtr. 



It was the Iiord of Castlereogb, he Mt within hU room, 

Hie arms were eiosied upon his breaat, hia face was marked with gloom ; 

The; sud, that St. Helena's Iile bad tendered up its charge; 

lli&t France waa briatUng up in anna, the Emperor at large. 

'T was midnight, all the lampi were dim, and dull aa death the street. 
It might be that the watchman slept that night upon his beat ; 
When, lo I a heavy foot waa heard (o creak upon the *tair. 
The door rerolved upon ita hinge, — Great Heaven ! — What enters there 7 
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A little man, of stately mein, with slow and solemn stride ; 

His hands are crossed upon bis back, bis coat^s opened wide ; 

And on bis vest of green be wears an eagle and a star, 

Saint George protect us ! 't is The Man — tbe thunderbolt of war ! 

Is that tbe famous bat that waved along Marengo's ridge ? 
Are these tbe spurs of Austerlitz — tbe boots of Lodi's bridge ? 
Leads be tbe conscript swarm again from France's hornet hive ? 
What seeks the fell usurper here, in Britain and alive ? 

Pale grew tbe Lord of C!astlereagb, bis tongue was parched and dry, 
As In his brain be felt tbe glare of that tremendous eye ; 
What wonder if he shrunk in fear, for who could meet the glance 
Of him who reared, 'mid Russian snows, tbe gonfalon of France ? 

From the side-pocket of bis vest, a pinch the despot took, 
Yet not a whit did he relax the sternness of his look, — 
Thou thooght'st the lion was afar, but he bath burst the chain — 
The watch-word for to-night is France — tbe answer St. Hel^ne ! 

** And didst thou deem the barren isle, or ocean's waves could bind 
The master of the universe — the monarch of mankind ? 
I tell thee, fooU the world itself is all too small for me, 
I laugh to scorn thy bolts and bars — I burst them, and am free. 

^* Thou tbink'st that England bates me I Mark f — ^Tbis very night my name 
Was thundered in its capital with tumult and acclaim ! 
They saw me, knew me, owned my power — Proud lord ! I say, beware ! 
There^'s men within the Surrey side, who know to do and dare ! 

" To-morrow in thy very teeth my standard will I rear — 
Ay, well that ashen cheek of thine may blanch and pale with fear ! 
To-morrow night another town shall sink in ghastly flames ; 
And as I crossed the Borodin, so shall I cross the Thames ! 
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" Thoa It seize me, wilt tlioii, ere the dawn ? Weak lordling, do tiiy worst 1 
These hands ere now have broke thy chains, thy fetters they have buret. 
Yet, wouldst thou know my rcBting-place ? Behold, 't is written there ! 
And let thy coward myrmidons approach me if they dare ! " 

Another pinch, another stride — he passes through the door — 
" Was it a phantom or a man was standing on the floor ? 
And could that be the Emperor that moved before my eyes ? 
Ah) yes ! too snre it was himself, for here the paper lies ! " 

With trembling hands Lord Castlereagh undid the mystic scroll j 
With ^lemy eye essayed to read, for fear waa on his soul — ■ 
" What's here ? — ' At Astley'a, every night, the play of Moscow's Fall ; 
Napoleon, for the thousandth time, by Ma. Gouersal 1 ' " 
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THS COHMKXCB OF SNOLAND. 







IFASHIOHABM ABSUIBITISS. 

Is a committee of phrenologists should ever be appointed to ascertain which is the moat 
promineDt bump on the os fronits of the millinery corps, the organ of invention would 
be the result of their " grinding." Change of dress appears even more necessary to the 
existence of humanit; than change of air or diet ; and in no article throughout the 
whole range of political or domestic economy, from ministerial to manufactured brass, 
is the Bupplj made so fully adequate to the demand—provided always the demand is 
backed by the necessary supplies from the pocket. Phrenologists say, the constant 
exercise of an individual organ must tend to increase its excellence, even should it fail 
in producing perfection; but we feel quite certain, the organ that is being exercised 
in a slow march up and down the street we reside in, will never attain either the one 
or the other. Whether the same practice makes perfect the milliuers' art, or not, our 
readers will best judge from the specimens we shall lay before them. 

Foremost among the novelties [read monalroaitiei] that the invention of our modern 
toilet- caterers has thrust upon us (we. beg pardon, — upon the ladies), is the chapeau a 
la vielle, or my grandmother's bonnet, and the cardinal, which, we venture to assert, 
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never became anybody, although we should not be surprised to see it one clay become 
transformed into a Pope Joan, by the additional aid of sundry tucks and trimmings. 

For a number of years the bands A la Kemble, as they were Bometimes called, on 
their re-introduction, reigned supreme in the beau monde. This style of head-dress, 
so simple and yet so elegant, is henceforth to give place to the inflaence of ringlets. 



We do sot wish to deny theJt grace, or ibelr fascinaUng power, but vhat does appear 
more ridiculous than a little round figure lost in the midst of a forest of tressea. 



The ladies of Spain are more reasonable than our coimtrywomen, and know exactly 
the head-dress which suits their style of beauty. The Regent himself forbade the fl-izzing 
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of their ebon locks under severe pains and penaltlea ; and many a high-born Spanish 
dame would sooner allow the iron to pierce her heart than to approach ber head ! We 
do not require such heroism fhim our English belles, 
but ve entreat them at least, before adopting new 
fashions (which often have but the novelty of ridicule), 
to demand the candid advice of a looking-glass, the 
only counsellor that never flatters. 

While we censure the indiscreet adoption of ring- 
lets, it is impossible to lose sight of the extravagant 
proportions which the bandeaux style of head-dress 
too frequently assumes. The object of this coiffure is 
to conceal the ears, the cheeks, and a part of the 
neck. In time, even ttie nose and mouth must be hidden, but still the fiuhion will have 
its supporters. What the fair sex may lose by it, the unfair will exctusiveb/ gain, — and 
so ahall we ; for, concealing the greater part of the countenance, the less we see, perhaps, 
the better. Simple bands are as much in good taste as those of exaggerated proportions 
are extravagant and presuming. But we can judge better of the matter by the portrait 
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of this Isdj, who presents heiself at the ball nith a head-dresH of uUra-bandeaux, and who 
completes the absurdity of her toilette bj the addition of a few flounces to her robe. 

From time immemorial, we have been charged with borrowing our fashions from 
the land of the Gaul ; but to her gracious majcstj is the merit due of having, at least 
for a time, suspended this patronage of foreign productions. Her visit to the north 
led to the adoption of the GaeUc for the Gauhc. The plaid mania became the reigning 
Anglomania, and we sought in " Edinboro' town" what Paris had hitherto supplied. 
The advantage g^ned may he judged of by the following sample. 



The river Tweed separates Scotland from England, but there would be some di£Sculty 
in assigning to the wrap-rascal " of that ilk" a line of demarcation — so universally does it 
run through all classes of society. We have heard of an exquisite who was one of the 
first to sport this ambiguous garment in the parks, and whose tailor, to render the novelty 
more attractive in the eyes of an admiring public, had adorned it with buttons of colossal 
rotundity. Becoming fatigued, our elegant vainly endeavoured to seat himself: — 
impossible ! " Ah," said he, " I must dis-en-cum~bei myself of this con-foun-ded ap-pen- 
dage, for it appears to me the fallows ntver sit down on the other side of the Tweed." 
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The ancienli were pleased to crown themaelves with rosea, — at least a liost of classic 
poetfl certify the fact, therefore we'll take their word for it. The moet modem young 
men of our day, not having succeeded in reviving this mode of coronation, crown them- 
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selves wiQi black Bilk bata of "dire faataetic shapes," transpose the roses from their 
heads to their button-boles, and transform the lappels of their coats into perambulating 
fioricultural exhibitions. 

Everything in the world may become the subject of & passbn. We have heard of 
people who possess a passion for the poetry of Bulwer, the consistency of Brougham, 
and the acting of Macready ; but nothing equals the frenzy exhibited by some ladies 
for dresses with flounces reaching even to the waist. There can be no doubt this ridiculous 



fashion was invented by the wife of some silk-mercer, who, in her desire to increase her 
husband's business, saw no better means of attaining this end than by inducing every 
lady to employ some score yards of stuff to each robe, an idea that does no less honour 
to the genius than to the commercial enterprise of the inventress. 

During the past season the ultra-flounce was so much is vogue that one met, " at 
concert, ball, and play," innumerable ladies presenting still more ridiculous aspects than 
the foregoing illustrations. 

But if exaggerated flounces produce an absurd effect, how much more must that 
absurdity be increased by the use of the horse-hair (soiu jape) ! since we find, not 
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only doon and ataircases, but even the public highway, too narrow for those whoae fancy 
has induced the «tdring thenuelvea in this manner. 



But whilst an immoderate employment of the horse-hair — by the fair sex 

appears ridiculous, what a strange contrast do those hidies present, who, not adopting 
this mode of rounding their natural proportions, have entrusted to nature only the task of 
increasing their beauty, 

Thomson, who must have been " the poet of nature," aays, 

"LDTeliDeiB Dceda not the foreign ud of OTnunent" 
Now should all the world some fine day incline to his opinion, the result in London, 
alone, would be the driving of some ten thousand milliners into the Gazette, and at least 
thirty thousand dressmakers into our — no, (we beg pardon), — the Union Bastiles of the 
Government. 

There is another style of dress which does not enjoy the amplitude just quoted : 
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we mean what is termed JiiU dreu, though, to speak candidly, the ladies who thus 
arrange their toilette always appear to us en dithabiUe, 

Invariably with the first rays of the summer sun, the genius of the paraaol manu- 
facturer reappean. "NecesuLy is" sud to be "the mother of invention;" which in 
his case simply means, tbat u the parasol maker must live, he does so by inventing 
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RECOLLECTIDIS OF Al ARTIST'S 8IBI BOARD. 



Ha. DAUBAWAY, 

MinjiTin » nniAiT ruiin 



Fancy Fortkait. — "PsurEason Am 



In this atylc, only " lour and nmc " 



" Foitrait of A GentUman" (txhilalrd al the 
Roj/al Academy). 




■omething equally new and uselesit. This, the last models of his calling full; testify. 
As fashion ever pioceeds by contrast, and jumps from one extreme to the other, we 
should not be surprised (next year being leap-year) to see our belles carrying the huge 
parasols borne by their great-grandmothers. 

The fashionable absurdities of the present day are not merely confined to dress, for 
what a strange revolution Is shewn in the style of modern equipages ! But a few years 
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■iDM, and hnmbls pedestrians felt the lonlinesa of being looked down npoD from the 
exalted poutiona which the Jehus of those dajs asanmed. The case is now different; 
for both walkers and riders are placed upon a leyel, and this frequently to the manifest 
disadvantage and annoyance of the latter. 



Not the least inconvenience to which this species of low turn-out subjects its owner, 
'-r--- •» fciit of the poles of the old style of carriages being the same height 
" Hence it frequentlj happens, the occupant is, without 

■ " ' ■■■ ^■■■' - I out at the end of the pole. 
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tBriiini M> nmiMtii It liblrtg, tn Bnin K«Q Cittmumniis. 
Si 1 emit (aiinuttO t 



When Lutlier first in Saxooy, by "double-X inflated," 

Unloosed the " cord of chMtity," and " fasting" under-rated ; 

With left thumb in his Bible, and the right upon a tankard, 

He bothered Europe and the Pope, and all — because, he drank bard : 

Perase the annals of the daj, and this is the lelation, viz., 

John Bsrleycom, and Luther, and a glorious Refonnation. — 

(As we know.) 
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II. 

The Vicar of St. Peter's, in returning to his senses, 

Has commissioned ** Fader Mathew," on the best of all pretences ; 

As English heresy was made by malt and hop perversion, 

To sail them round by " water " to the port of reconversion ; 

Tipping the blarney sweetly, " of devotion and improvement," 

Though all the •* Bench of Bishops" smell a " Mighty Popish Movement."— 

(Bless their wigs !) 

III. 
Enthusiastic niggards ! see — upon a mere inspection, 
** Water, of all things liquid, yields superior reflection ;" 
So brandy, hoQands, rum, and shrub, they bid the pious lip shun, 
Consigning these to " Knockemorf " for medical prescription ! 
Though for every *^ Fader Mathew" that of ** water" swigs a mug-full. 
There are fifty ** Fader Michaels" sucking " toddy," by the jug-fuU.— 

(Jolly souls !) 

IV. 

The energies, which anciently with ** lush" we used to keep hot. 

Are drowned in the profundities of every vulgar tea-pot ; 

From Water-ford to Water-loo {there's drunkenness and slaughter !) 

We are preached sky-blue on *' Temperance," and deluged with cold water ! 

Poor Mr. M'Intosh is dead, we sigh for him with reason, 

In health he would have guarded off this dam — p transalpine treason ! — 

(Wet and cold !) ' 

V. 

They lecture us on appetites, sound lungs, and wholesome liver, — 
But brew some stout October ale ! then quaff, and bless the giver ! 
And if you meet the doctor's knife — arrested in your g^zlin' — 
Your jovial carcase won't ** cut up" like kid-leather or muslin ! 



V 
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Drink grog in moderation — don*t eat whole legs of mutton ! 
Intemperance, I ween, includes the drunkard and the glutton. — 

(TeU 'em that !) 



VI. 



Oh ! '* Fader Mathew," darlint dear ! you *' connoisseur in medals," 

You play upon your countrymen, you know their ** stops and pedals !" 

But tell them a distinguished truth — (O'Connell whispers none of them) — 

That there are seven " Deadly Sins," and avarice is one of them ; 

And imitate your *' pattern" saint, abandon the shillelagh, 

You are " Mathew at the Customs ! " knocking down excisemen daily. — 

(And their trade.) 



VII. 



The " Rint" prevails in Ireland — there 's no " delirium tremens ;" 
T is all " deliriumferox" there — our Patlanders are " demens ;" 
The " Agitation" and the " Pledge," suppress the steam of brewing. 
And temperance heroes circle Dan, intemperate for ruin ; 
Whilst Englishmen, with stingo flushed, set the apostle's cope awry. 
Discovering the masquerade — water, repeal, and popery ! — 

(All my eye !) 

vin. 

Weak Sibthorpe loves strong liquor ; for his " creed" he rides in search again. 

For porter and theology he wheedles Mother Church again ; 

He longs with ardent spirit to luxuriate in a ** sarmint," 

When Hanoverian thieves appear, to slay the Irish varmint ; 

Let Erin meditate on luck that luckless union brought her. 

Unreconciled to brisk poteen — enslaved to stupid water. — 

(Like a fool.) 



^ 
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Our " Text-book" is the exquisite epitome of Horace, 
The apostles are Anacreon, Tom Moore, and Captain Morris ; 
Our pulpit is a claret cask — all England (for salvation) 
Combined unites to represent our cheerful congregation ; 
No perpendic'lar nater-pipes are ne, we scorn such diddlers ; 
No temperance I no popery ! we '11 get as drunk aa fiddlers 1 — 

(Hands all round.) 



- :r_=a=:>^^ti,:,-^- 



Oh ! 't will not break though yon provoke it, — 
You 're but & catgut-scraping wretch — 

" There I piU that to j/our PIPE, and moke it I " 
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When is a man in Ireland poor — 
When a tax-gatherer 's at his door ? 

No! 

When he has n't a pig on the floor ? 

No! 

When he has not got prajties galore ? 

No! 

Whmi his roof is in, and his goods are out ; 
And his cattle are sold and put to the rout ; 
And his family starving beyond a doubt ? 

No!— 

When, 

Then ?— 
Why, when his pocket is empty so 
That a fly may skip in it to and fro, 
Backwards and forwards, high or low, 
Without any fear in that pocket garden 
Of bruising its shins against a farden ! 
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HOW TO TAME A TIGEB. 

T^ake a smart little urchin, some three feet by two, 
All straight on his pins, and all proper to view ; 
Encase him in frock-coat, with well fitting vest, 
With the tightest of smalls, and a hat of the best, — 
The which to embellish, insert a cockade : 
When thus all his body is duly arrayed, 
With kids on his fingers, and tops on his feet. 
Behold him a Tiger, for taming complete ! 

Let him clean cab and horse, though it 's sixteen hands high, 

Each bolter and kicker, and new purchase try ; 

He can drive these same brutes, when you have not a mind. 

When you have, let him take up his station behind ; 

Brush your clothes, wait at table, on errands, too, run. 

With a lie ready-made for a tradesman or dun : 

He must rise with the lark, go to rest when you please, , 

And attend at your club, while you dine at your ease ; 

Then drive to the ballet, and stay till his very toes 

Congeal in his boots, while you applaud Cerito's ! 

Set you down at a party, a ball, or a rout. 

And be sure keep in temper the while you keep out ! 

Have a smile at command when you think fit to joke. 

Understand well a hint — comprehend equivoque ! 

"Whatever your conduct, he stiU must approve. 

Be down to your meaning, and up to each move : 

Your ways and your wishes his chief study make. 

And ne'er be caught napping, but always awake ! 

For a season just practise these hints — I '11 go bail 

If your Tiger's untamed—then Van Amburgh would fail 1 




tr»oae sis«a>Aas>* 



BT LAMA IT BLANCHABD. 



" It thj bee like thy mothet'i, my Wi child t"— CWWe HwvU. 
" The werry morill" — Smith oa Parlnat Panting. 

Or Young Germany we are heartily weai;, and witH Young France ire are horribly 
stunned. Of the one vre have had quite enough, of the other a little too much. 

Let the fint of these juveniles contiDue to wrap himself sabtimely and mysterionsly 
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in alternate revelry and devDry, and find reason, as well as rhyme, in thinking deep and 
drinking deep. Let the second still rail and rattle on, equally in his own way ; gnashing 
his teeth while he hums an opera air, profoundly bowing where he longs for a bayonet 
charge, and eating his own heart in sheer excitement as he fattens upon his frogs. 

All the young blood of the earth belongs not to them. Why, there is Young Italy, 
in whose sunny veins the blood has been of late fermenting; and Young Greece, a 
really gallant and emulous little fellow, who, all of a sudden, only the other day, despising 
the aid of Mars, and in contempt of Mercury (by whom he had too long been influenced), 
encouraged Pallas to pull Juno's cap a bit, and set it to rights for her — ^in other words, 
who took the liberty to teach majesty wisdom, which was in very great danger of being 
banished from court. 

Then there is, above all others, Young Spain, who, however, is quite old enough to know 
better, and quite strong enough to go alone, if he could but hit upon the right direction to 
go in, instead of being for ever a child " in arms" — restless, raging, and rabid ; appeasable 
scarcely, in these turbulent days, by the long irresistible charm of the guitar or the cigar. 
As for that Ursa-Minor, Young Russia, it is likely enough that he might attempt to set 
Europe on fire, if he could but succeed in lighting his icicle by way of torch in the first 
instance ; but there is no better reason for being afraid of him than of Young Turkey, 
who, for aught we know, is but a goose; or Young Holland, who has probably just 
acquired sufficient nimbleness and elasticity to leap hal^ay across one of his own dykes ; 
or Young China, who, judging by the well-known family qualities, can turn out to be 
neither more nor less than a chip of the old crockery ; or Young America — ^but concerning 
him let us be modestly dumb. What Jonathan Jum'or, will turn out — what proportion 
of the infant prodigy will be horse, and what part alligator — moreover, what scientific 
combinations of land and water monstrosities yet imdiscovered will enter into his mortal 
composition — it is at present equally impossible either to guess, calculate, or reckon ! 

Of the disposition and dimensions of Young England, however, one has a rather more 
distinct and definite idea ; and at this very moment, not for once so ill-timed and intolerable, 
the imited voices of those sons of freedom, my landlady's nine lively, spirited, frolicsome, 
delightful little darlings, convey to my mind the most animated sense of his identity. 

Yes, it is Young England, in his habit as he squalls! As he squalls, falls, calls, 
and bawls — as he laughs, bellows, shrieks, and squeaks — as he stamps, tumbles, jumps, 
crashes, and smashes — ^plying, vigorously and simultaneously, his lungs, heels, toes, and 
hands — as he clatters at the window, kicks at the door, knocks over the inkstand, tugs 





off the tablecloth, sweeps down Bwarme of glosses, breaks headlong through ceilingt, 
tramples on tender toes, pokes out eyes with toasting-forks, fiattens noses with family 
bibles, chokes himself with sixpences, weakly and absurdly presented to the little monster 
as bribes for qoietness — hides in a sly corner some small article of indispensable necessity 
to his doating attendant — drops out of window the very thing of all others he was ttdd 
never to touch — makes his sisters' lires miserable — fills his papa's mind with sad appre- 
hensiona for the future— almost breaks his poor mamma's heart once every day — and is, . 
now and always, the sweetest, dearest, most delightful, charming little duck of a child 
— a darling little lore of an angel, sentenced to be affectionately eaten up at least once 
an hour, and to have a piece rapturously bitten out of his rosy, round cheek every five 
minutes — the pride of its father's soul, and the joy of its mother's fond and nurturing 
breast — a pretty cherub, a love-bird, and a poppet — lastJy, in the expressive language 
of the nursery, which no language beside has endearing epithets to equal, a ducksy-diddly I 



Yes, this must he Young England! Young England all the land over. Before he 
could speak a word of English, I knew the young pl^ue. I know him still by his sobs 
and by his screams, and by the sound of the tea-cups he breaks, and by his peg-tops, 
and by the stamp of his feet overhead ; his small, tiny, tremendous, never-tiring feet, 
which clatter incessantly, as if restless with internal iron — iron Ijiat liad entered into 
his sole— or as if shod, like Don Gusman's statue, with real marble. 

There, you hear him overhead now — like fifty Mat-o'-the-Mints dancing hornpipes 
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in fetters. Five hundred pairs of spurs giving note of march along the psTement at the 
Horse-GKiards would make less noise. There's Young England for you; only four 
years old ! 

Powers of deafness, defend me; what a cry was there! In the name of Niagara, 
¥nth its torrents of tears, and its sky-rending roar, what can be the matter with its 
little human imitator, Young England? Why, his heart will burst with its overcharge 
of grief— his cheeks crack — ^his eyes will be £urly washed out of his head. What can 
be the matter? 

** Hurgh ! hurgh ! hurgh 1 urgh ! ugh ! oo ! " 

What can be the matter ? Speak, little afflicted ! Angelic agitator, answer ! What is 
your grievous trouble ? Vain question — the child will not be aUe to artieulate a single 
syllable for a good half-hour at least. 

" Hurgh, hurgh, hurgh ! urgh, ugh, oo 1 oo-oo-o ! " 

"What a horrid noise, as bad as the clatter overhead; but it's a change to be sure ; 
that's some relief. ''Urgh, ugh, oo-oo!" The convulsed and choking sound abates — 
"Ugh, 00 !" 

Now we shall get an explanation directly, touching this sudden and mysterious explo- 
sion of infimt sorrow. What can have caused it ? How the anxious, trembling, doating 
mother questions her sobbing darling — ^what has happened to him? who has hurt him? 
did he fall down? what was it that terrified him ? and he* is tenderly searched all over to 
see whether that careless Charlotte had not placed a cruel pin somewhere to run into his 
dear, sweet flesh. No — no such thing; and as the hysterical emotion subsides, the little 
bits of broken words creep out, and supply the solution to the mystery. 

" Ugh, ugh, 00 ! I offered Fanny one of my apples, and she took U — oo-oo !" 

This is one feature of the character of Young England, plain as the nose on his fiuse. 
He has no objection to make a generous offer, provided it is not accepted ; but to take, 
with a beautiful confidence, the apple frankly held out, breaks his tender little heart — ^he 
cannot stand that. Young England will sometimes cry about such a piece of treacheiy 
and disappointment for half an hour, in most musical accents, accompanying himself all 
the time -on the bread-and-butter, an instrument he is remarkably fond of performing on 
at all hours of the day. 

My landlady took her nine small innocents to the play on one occasion, an actor of 
her acquaintance having given them some orders. A terrible noise of wee^g and 
gnashing of teeth they made^ the play being a "deep" tragedy, and the performer. 
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who had bountifully bestowed upon them the free admissions, being sentenced in the 
last act to death. The eldest of the innocents was dreadfully affected by this catastrophe. 
The soothing system was tried by the mamma, but in vain, — the little mourner would 
not be comforted. The reality of the scene overcame her; and it was quite absurd to 
keep nudging and crying "hush." 

With a burst of affliction, heard in the centre of the pit, she exclaimed. — "Oh, they're 
going to put him to death ! — ^he '11 never give us any more orders ! " 

This opens to view another feature of Young England's character. The dear little 
fellow is extremely tender and compassionate; his nature overflows with the milk of 
sympathy sometimes; but it must be confessed, that while he fills one eye with the 
pure waters of humanity, he is apt enough to turn the other in the direction of the main 
chance. 

My landlady's sympathetic sample of the Young England tribe may be taken as a 
tolerably unexaggerated representative of an older class of sympathisers common to all 
countries, and assuredly not scarce in our own. They grieve over the tragic occurrences 
of a play, though they never shed a tear over the more piteous eVents of real life ; they 
mistake the fictitious for the true, and are the dupes of their own bewildering ignorance ; 
they mourn the apparently dying actor, because they can never again borrow his " bones." 

Young England, moreover, sometimes proves himself to be a profound philosopher. 
Having shewn how capable the juvenile prodigy may on occasion be, of indulging an 
inexpensive generosity by proffering what is not intended to be parted with, and of 
swelling with a fine humanity In the contemplation of favours never to be renewed, I 
can cite from the same stock an example of philosophy further removed from the influence 
of selfish passions, and raised indeed out of the ridiculous into the sublime, which is 
said to neighbour it. 

One of my landlady's nine juveniles happens, by some rare chance, to be an extremely 
quiet shoot from the Young England plant ; and when the wee philosopher, after giving 
her luckless little guinea-pig a precious hug the other day, saw it drop out of her fond 
arms, and lie perfectly motionless on the floor, — ^what did she do? — ^Did she burst out 
into a bellow, over the loss of her foolish little favourite, as though all Noah's ark had 
been drowned? — ^Did she storm and shriek, — summon all the servants, and affright all 
the neighbourhood, — break her affectionate heart in sorrow and remorse, or charge sister 
Jane with having squeezed the dear thing to death for the purpose? 

No; so far firom crying herself hoarse, and winning from the maternal lips promises 
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of new frocks and lapfulls of sweetmeats, — ^so far from rubbing into her pretty eyes an 
unnatural redness, putting her hair out of curl, and her governess out of temper, — ^he 
committed not a whimper, perpetrated no tear, — ^but looked quietly on for a few seconds, 
as the poor guinea-pig lay breathless at her feet, and said, — ^like a philosopher, indeed ! — 
"Oh, mamma, it has stopped!** 

It has stopped! We should just like to know upon what occasion philosophic Old 
England ever arrived at a profounder conclusion in a similar case. Instinct, feeling, 
veins, nerves, lungs, limbs, ''senses, affections, dimensions, passions," — these ceased in 
the machine called the guinea-pig, — " it has stopped ! " Assuredly Young England may 
live to pity and blush for his parentage, — to become in short a philosopher of the first 
water. He will be found packing a quart of wine into a pint bottle some of these days, — 
a prediction on my part which is rendered all the easier by his present dexterity (observ- 
able in so many well-managed and charming families) in turning the house completely 
out of window. 

Who remembers not the token of future excellence in statesmanship, which, on behalf 
of Young England, is promised in the story of the clever young master, who having 
dropped his drum-stick in the well, called in vain upon the servants to go down and 
bring it up; and thence fell upon the expedient of throwing down the silver spoons, 
which would infallibly compel a journey for their restoration. 

" By-the-bye, John, now you are down there, you may as well bring up my drum- 
stick with you." 

Young England will no doubt make a magnificent minister some day ; but, at the 
present moment, it would be quite as agreeable if he did not make so much noise about 
it; and it is particularly desirable that he should allow the drum-stick to remain as 
long as possible at the bottom of the well. 

It is probable, moreover, that Young England will turn out, in the process of time, 
to be a superior courtier, a more accomplished gallant than his predecessors. One of 
my landlady's youngsters, arrived at the ripe and knowing age of seven, received, on 
Wednesday, from his scientific inamorata, of the same age, at Brighton, the offer of a 
choice collection of sea- weed, "in the event of his caring about such things." What 
was. Young England's reply? — a hint that gingerbread retained a more seductive charm? 
— that tops held possession of his soul? — that fishing-rods, bird's-nests, and ring-taw, 
engrossed his juvenile regards ? — not so ; his answer was a model for the courtier 
and the lover — 
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" You say tbat you will foim, with jour fair handa, a collection, if I care about it. 
I can 011I7 reply, tbat without sea-weed life would be a blank!" 

Why, the declaration breathes the very soul of a refined and polished iosiocerity. 
What may not be expected from Young En^and at serenty, instead of seven 7 

" All hOBti >hil1 biil bim wilii deiened uolaim, 
And crj, this chief tranacendB his father's lame I " 

Old EugUnd will certainly undergo the (^ration of an eclipse. The Young One is 
already older in everything, except in age. His father and mother are two Negatives, 
who have made an Affirmative. 

* * " lliunderbolts and penny trumpets — what a mingling of the roar and the squeak ! 
Young England is going-it up stairs. There is the living reality of Hood's ideal, the 
" flabby-dabby babby," taxing its dear little lungs to an extent that gives the lie 
direct to the maidni, "There's nothing like leather;" and uniting its darling little voice 
to the rampant riotousness of the eight hopeful seniors. All the tuneful nine are jumping 
and jabbering, screaming, tearing, smashing, crashing, langhiog, ciTing ; and at once — 
all at once I Why, ibe waters coming down at Lodore must have burst upon the roof of 
the building, and are now bounding to its base. Southey only can describe the conflict, 
with its — 

" Rattling and battling, 

And tossing and crouing, 

And nmniiig and stunning. 

And dinning and apimiing, 

And dropping and hopping, 





THE COMIC AlBUM 



Dividing, and gliding, and sliding, 

And falling, and bawling, and sprawling. 

And driving, and riving, and striving. 

And grumbling, and rumbling, and tumbling, 

And clattering, and battering, and shattering. 
Delaying, and straying, and playing, and spraying, 
Advancing, and prancing, and glancing, and dancing. 
And flapping, and rapping, and clapping, and slapping, 
And thumping, and bumping, and plumping, and jumping." 

And as tlie famous song of the Cataract closes its characteristic accumulation of echoes — 

" All at once, and all o'er, with a mighty uproar, 
And this way the water comes down at Lodore." 

So descends the roar — an ahominable bore — upon my unfortunate first-floor ! 

Only Young England ! Why it must be Young Europe at the least, with those wild 
young dogs Asia, Africa, and America, barking at his heels, and the pup Australia yelping 
feebly in the distance ! 

How miraculous ! The ceiling has not yet come down — ^no more does my landlady — 
no, nor any semblance of a servant. How should they ? — ^how answer a bell which they 
can't hear? St. Paul's set tolling on the staircase would be a thing inaudible. 

As to hearing oneself speak, I can hardly see myself write. And yet there are but 
nine of them ! What then must be the roar and conunotion in that building of a forty- 
Babel power — ^a preparatory seminary, dedicated to Young England! 

Some French writer has given expression to the joy he feels whenever he hears a 
child cry ; because, as he remarks, it is then sure to be taken out of the room : 
a shallow observation, — the French ^e rarely profound. Of what possible use would 
it be to take my landlady's nine children out of the room above — for, strange to say, 
it is still above; or out of the house; or the parish? The Frenchman would still 
hear them! 

Hark ! — ^but that is of no use ; there is too much noise to admit of listening : and 
yet, how marvellously the accustomed ear discriminates, and detects the various sounds 
blended in the hubbub. One of the Young English is on a rocking-horse, and one is 
blessed with a drum, which must certainly be of orchestral proportions ; one is, beyond 
question, spinning his top ; and another is, past all doubt, crying out lustily for it. 
Most distinctly can the experienced sense discover a young lady, with anything but 
slippers on, practising her skipping-rope ; and as clearly may be heard, amidst the 




a v» 





F(DE EVEET TA®LIE< 



exquisite and perfect confusion, the sharp, shrill, continual notes of two undeafened 
attendants of the softer sex, engaged in an interminable duet, of which the first part 
says, "What a naughty boy!" and the second, "You little darling!" 

Yes, and now, audibly in the midst of the wild dissonance and uproar, I can catch 
the mild, pleasing, affectionate twang of the maternal vcJice — the fond accents of my 
landlady herself, like the sea-music of the note of Mother Carey calling to her pretty 
chickens in the storm. "What does she say ? 

" Ah, my sweet babes, so you are all merry-making together ; I thought, as I came 
up stairs, I could hear your voices!** Dear young middle-aged lady! It was only 
a mother — and a fond one, too — who could have said that. She could just hear her 
cherubs fluttering their tiny wings, as she came up I What fine ears a mother's 
heart has ! 

Smash — crash ! That was a sound of glass. Master Tom, the top-spinner, has^ had 
a mull ; and the top itself has flown through a large pane into the street, falling with 
destructive force upon the large fiimily-pie which the baker, board on head, was just 
bringing to the door. And now, what a shout lifts up the roof of the house! what 
peals of ecstasy celebrate the exploit ! But the soft voice of my landlady is not quite 
drowned either — 

" My darling boy," it says, " what charming spirits you have ! but do n't break 
the windows, in case the draught should give you cold." 

If Young England in general should, in the slightest degree, resemble my landlady's 
lot in particular, why then I wish the Prince of Wales joy of his future subjects. They 
will be sure to make a noise in the world ; and whoever may be the minister that 
shall have their "voices" in his favour, he will be stunned — that's all! 
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THE SINGING MOUSE. 



Bravol-bravo! very fine ! 
I declaie 't u most divine, 

At the opera you 'd make quite & hit — 
Unleu hindered in the middle. 
By some old "cat and her fiddle," 

Who might chance lo come in with her K it T 

Should she ting — beware of hw, 
For there 'a danger in her puir, 

A sort of feline PsK^rioni ! 
And I reallj think the tact ii, 
'T would be dangerouB to practise, 

A duet with a cruel CAT-aluii ! 



'Twas a terrible mishap, 
Hat enticed you to the trap ! 

Were you singing some fiivourite snatch. 
Of " The sea, the open sea," 
Or the first part of a. glee. 

The finale of which prated a Catcu? 

IV. 

Famous lingers often rue 
Their fine Toices, even you. 

Utile mouse, will acl[[u|Jedge it ere long. 
That though eweet may B^e tairat 
Of applause from friends at^rst, — 

Tet 't is sad " to te loldfar a Somo ! " 
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Trip from Tr^port to Parisa 

Mr. Trumpinoton Talbot, whose adyentures we are about to narrate, was, and is, for angbt 
we know to the contrary, second clerk in an old house in the City (London, of course, being 
understood). 

At the last annual " invite " which Mr. Trumpington, as well as hb senior and junior, 
received from the " head of the firm " (we never heard of its tail), he was so inspired by the 
glowing description the young ladies gave of their recent autunmal visit to Paris, that he 
determined, " come what might of it," he 'd " pop over there next year, and no mistake." 

Now, although we are stanch advocates of national intercourse, yet, to all who regard Paris 
as an Eldorardo, whither they intend " some day or other,** directing their steps, we say 
advisedly, — ^if your means be not at least equal to your ideas, then had you better nurse the 
illusion imtil your latest hour, for little of Paris is seen or known by those whose purses compel 
them to lodge in hotels to which estamineis are attached; and enable them to dine in 
restaurants at thirty-two sous ; to spend their mornings with the bears in the Jardin-des^ 
PlanteSf and their evenings in the pit of the Ambigu Comique. 

But we must return to our hero, Trumpington Talbot, who, by strict economy during nine 
months, succeeded in amassing some five-and-twenty pounds, which, in the spirit of emulation 
displayed by our nobility in general, he resolves to spend in France. What time more 
propitious for his long contemplated trip, than the visit of her Majesty to Louis Philippe ? 

He embarks at Brighton, and, after an easy passage across the channel, plants his foot 
upon the French soil at Dieppe, with at least as much pride as did Ceesar land upon the 
coast of Britain. He was at Ville d' £u and Treport during the " memorable days;" but, as 
the doings of that time, are chronicled at the commencement of this book, we shall take 
up the adventure* of Mr. Trumpington Talbot from the morning when the diligence Lafitte 
et CaiUard took him up at the Lion Noir for Paris direct. 

The curiosity naturally excited by his first journey, induced our hero to climb up into 
the impSrialef that he might better observe both men and things on the route. His 
four companions were the conductor, two soldiers, and a buU-dog. 
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The conductor passed his whole time in turning the micanique, paying the reUys, and 
in descending and mounting again to his elevated post — the soldiere smoked all day 
and all night — the bull-dog alternately barked and ecratcbed himself. 

Out traveller, the conductor, the soldiers, and the bull-dog, were dashed and joggled 
together — ^jostled and stirred about, just for all the world like a salad. Whatever' impressions 
Mr. Trumpington Talbot derived from this voyage, it certainly must have been surpassed 
by the compression he received. Despite, however, the annoyances to which he was 
subjected, Trumpington managed to sleep with a fifth companion in the shape of the 
night-mare, until a sudden lurch of the lumbering vehicle jerked a heavy portmanteau 
upon hia shoulders. But the night is passed, and with the light of day Trumpington feels 



J) 



a vigorous appetite return, To satisfy its strong claims upon him, he takes the advantage 
of the diligence stopping to change horses at an attberye. Along the vhita-wathed wall 
of the stables he reads 

ICI ON DONNE A BOIRE ET A MANGER, 

and translating the idiom literally, ftncies himself in the land of the good Samaritans. He 
enters the house, calls for some wine, and having helped himself to a huge slice of bread 
and a large dried sausage, wishes Boniface, Don jour. But " mine host " seizes him by 
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the collar aa be eaaaya to mount the diligence, and explains to him, for the modest fee of 
five francs, that the verb to give in the present case signiRes the verb " to leU." 

Well, after twenty-four hours of incessant jolting, of stifling heat, and then of cold, — 
of occasional rain, and annoying dust, — Trumpington for the first lime (we mean in his 
individnal existence, and not that he originally discovered them), beholds the towers of 
Ndtre Dame, and the chimney-pots of Paris ! 



His joy is unbonnded — be is as happy as the sultan in the " Arabian Nights," and 
nothing would be wanting to complete bis good fortune, had be but provided himself 
with sume aromatic pastilles; for he is compelled to close his nostrils herraedcally, 
as the diligence traverses Montfau^on, that Campo Santo of horses un-embalmed by 
M. Gannal. 

The first monument that strikes liis eye upon entering the capital hears the form of 
a small Grecian temple ; the priests who here officiate are clothed in bottle-green, and 
wear oil -skin caps. Mr, Trumpington Talbot, upon the diligence stopping, has 
withdrawn his note-book to mark down what be imagines to be some national ceremony 
attending the arrival of strangers at the gates of the city. 

He is not much out in his reckoning so far as regards the national ceremony ; but 
what he has mistaken for priests are neither more nor less than custom-house ofScera. 
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Of this foct he it evidently ignorant, for upon one of them ukiiig if he has " anything 
to decUre," he Btares with Bnrprise ; hut thinking a candid answer the hest return to 
snch a polite inqniry, he frankly declares that " the odour about the neighbourhood 
of Montfoufon is very disagreeable. 

The bottle-green public functionary, hoffever, is not sadsGed with this declaration, 
but searching the pockets of Trumpington, draws from thence half a dried sausage, which 
being liable to the du^ upon all provisions entering Paris, our traveller is informed that 
procit-verbal will be issued against him, for having attempted to defraud the nty revenue 
of five-farthings ! 

This novel incident somewhat abridges the pleasure of our friend, but aa the hotde- 
green authority of the harrierea of Paria sometimes takes into consideration the possibility 
of ignorance on the part of an offending traveller, Mr. Trumpington Talbot, upon paying 
the five-farthings in the form of thirty francs, is assured the charge (I) shall not be pressed. 
As the diligence proceeds onwards, he chews, at the same time, the end of this very 
indigestible transaction, and the residue of the unfortunate sausage which occasioned it. 

Arrived in the court-yard of the Hotel where the diligence stops, our traveller has 
an opportunity of seeing Parisian hospitality manifest itself with a force that surpasses 
all he ever saw, heard, or read of. A dozen hotel-keepers at least, assail our friend, 
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offering "Monsieur Joan Bull" their houseB, and every other accomniDdation, for leu 
than nothing. Tmmpington Talbot cannot but feel flattered at thia warm reception, 
which ends, however, by each individual host returning to his establiBhrnent with a 
fragment of hia coat, or at least of his umbrella. Ah, hut it was a " rending sight to see ! " 

Scarcel]' is he installed in one of the chambers of a lodging-house keepert who has 
carried him off vi et armis, when he inquires the way to the Palais-Royal I 

To the stranger, all Paris is comprised in the Palus- Royal — the only enchanted palace — 
(except those of the " Arabian Nights "). And yet of all its wonders celebrated by historians, 
it has only preserved its cannon, which fires regularly at mid-day, provided the sendncl 
does not happen to leave bis pipe or tobacco-box upon the lens. 



The Palais-R^yal is a palace of tailors and money-changers ; but Tmmpington found 
them synonymous upon entering a shop of one of the former, to replace the coat of which 
but a fragment remained. He was soon persuaded into the excellence of fit and style 
of cut — only seventy-five francs ! And really there 's no mistake about the mode de Paris I 
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The only mutake is in the mode of confection; and Triunpington Talbot, in attempting to 
button up the new purchase as he walked along with an ^r of perfect satisfaction, found, 
to bis chagrin, that the poor prisoners, by whose hands these coats are turned out, had 
forgotten to attach the buttons very firmly. Our newly-created dandy had scarcely made 
the tour of the quadrangle, when four or fire gamins followed him, and proffered their 
opinions in sohing the probable continuity of the unseemly slit that manifested itself in 
the back of the garment. But the poor prisoners are to be pardoned for using «uch poor 
thread; and if the colour did quickly fiide — doubtless from the tears with which the 
unfortunate workmen had inundated their task — still, after having the cloth revived by 
indigo, and the seams resewn, Trumpington Talbot had a passable coat at the nominal 
cost of seventy-five francs, but at a net total of two hundred ! ! ! 

Before leaving the Palais-Royal onr friend decided upon dining, and entered one of 
the innumerable restawanU, where, for forty sous, may be had four dishes at choice, — 
which always means at the choice of the proprietor, since whatever may be asked for, 
the waiter invariably tells you it is just finished : so that when you ask for turtle, you are 
served with pea-soup ; and instead of salmon or turbot, they bring you stewed pigeon or 
fricasseed rabbit. Fortunately, beefsteaks are always to be had ; and Trumpington Talbot 
found this one dish alone more than he could get through ; for so elastic was it, that 
finding his jaws would never effect its consummation, he wrapped up in paper the re- 
minder of his meal, and, in the true spirit of enterprise and discovery that should ever 
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attend the stiglitest incident in a traveller's career, he resolved to consult Mr. Mackintosh 
upon the practicability of converting French beef into Indian rubber braces. 

" I 've heard say, the theatres are very cheap in France," mentally ejaculated Trump- 
ington, as he left the reslaurant; and having found everything else too much to his coat, 
he decided upon finishing tlie first evening of bis arrival by this cheap amusement. He 
starts off to the opera with the full intention of listening to Duprez ; but as very many 
others were similarly inclined, he passes bis soiHe not only fruitlessly, but in the least 
comfortable of all positions in a theatre. 



The inspection of public monuments occupies the first few days of Trumpington's stiy 
1 Ihe capital of la belle France. He rises at six in the morning to view the column 
r the Bastille, and afterwards wends his way to the column of the Place Vendfime. 
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He then goes to the Fontaiae Aea Innocents, and from thence to the Fontaine M<^eTe. 
It is not that he derives anj particular pleasure or information from all this, being neither 
architect nor turncock; but then he Tiuted Paris to tee — and he does see. The Jardin 
dea PlantOE, however, is a very different matter, as amosentent may be fimnd by every 
one — &om the amatenr of pansies to the connoissenr of monkeys. Here Mr. Tmmpington 
Talbot meets with an adventure of rather an exciting nature, owing to the elephant taking 
a sudden Umej to transform his trunk into a cravat. 



Rescued by the keeper's siA from this " comforter," he visits the H6tel des Invalides, 
to see the ashes of " Napoleon le Grande," and the great copper cauldron. Unfortunately, 
the ashes are invisible ; and he is told by the Imalide who conducts him through the 
Idtcben, that the monster cauldron, from excessive use, has been invisible also for the 
last fiiteen years. Nevertheless, to gratify Trumpington's laudable curiosity, he shews 
him one of the three hundred stetvpans which have replaced it ; and our traveller, who 
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is at Paris expressly for amusement, gives bis guide a two-franc piece for the sight of — 
a stewpan! 

For two hours he vainly seeka the MadeUine, aud then inquires his way of a mis- 
chievous gamin, who so directs him, that afUr two hours' more rambling, he finds himself 
facing the colossal elephant c^ the Place de la Bastille . — the mete mention of an elephant 
was enough, for some time to come, let alone being thus suddenly brought in contact with 
one of such gigantic propoitions. 

Seeing advertisements continually in the papers of " Paris Dat/uerrSott/pi," he thinks 
he may as well be " done in the same style," and decidea upon obtaining his portrait, to 
present to the lady of his affections. Unfortunately, the artist in proto-chtorure places 
him exactly facing the sun ; and as it is rather difficnlt to look the son in the face without 
slightly distorting the countenance, the likeness obtained reminds one forcibly of a very 
ugly man, smarting from the combined effects of tight boots and large corns. 
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By wa; of reUxation from this uninterrupted series of amusements, Trumpington makei 
the thonsand-and-ooe purchases with which his friends had commissioned liim. At last, 
before a fortnight has expired, he Rnds he has but just sufficient money left to pay his 
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! home again. He therefore " packs up his traps," and, equally tired out by 
fatigue and pleasure, is glad to regain his secaud floor in Pentonville. 

Since his return, Mr. TrumpiDgton Talbot begins every obserratioD with, " Ah ! when 
I was in Paris ! — " boasts of his familiar acquaintance with the great city — of the pleasures 
he enjoyed— of his success In the haute sociitl — of his bon molt — and, though lait, not 
least, of his gallantry. 
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When jou buy a bona of ■ friend, ■Iwifi look OTer the fiohtimo tuikev cocki, or, a. faib or roaiiLi ii 

left ihonlder. 
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What a pang of sweet emotion, 

Thrilled the Master of the Ring, 
Whea he first beheld the lad;, 

Through the stabled portal sprii^ ! 
Midway in his wild grimacing, 

Stopped the piebtdd-nsaged Clown ; 
And the thunden of the audience 

Nearly brought the gallery down. 

Doana Inez t WoclibrdineE ! 

Saw ye ever such a maid. 
With the feathers awaling o'er her, 

And her spangled rich brocade f 



In her liury hand a horsewhip, 

On her foot a buskin nnall ; 
So she stepped, tlie stately damsel. 

Through the scarlet grooms and alt. 

And she beckoned for her courser, 

And they brought a milk-white mare ; 
Proud, I ween, was that Arabian, 

Such a gentle freight .to bear. 
And the Master moved towards her. 

With a proud and stately walk; 
And, in reverential homage. 

Rubbed her soles with virgin chalk. 
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Round she flew, as Flora flying 

Spans the circle ot the year ; 
And the youm of London sighing, 

Half forgot the ginger-beer : — 
Quite forgot the maids beside them, 

As they surely wdl might do, 
When she raised two Roman candles. 

Shooting flreballs, red and blue ! 

Swifter than the Tartar's arrow. 

Lighter than the lark in flight ; 
On the left foot now she bounded, 

Now she stood upon the right. 
Like a beautiful Bacchante, 

Here she soars, and there she kneels ; 
While amid her floating tresses. 

Flash two whirling Catherine wheels ! 

Hark ! the blare of yonder trumpet ! 

See, the gates are opened wide 1 
Room, there, room for Gbmersalez, — 

Gromersalez in his pride ! 
Rose the shout of exultation. 

Rose the cat's triumphant call. 
As he bounded, man and courser. 

Over Master, Clown, and all ! 

Donna Inez ! Woolfordinez ! 

Why those blushes on thy cheek ? 
Doth thy trembling bosom tell thee, 

He hath come thy love to seek ? 
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fleet thy Arab— but behind thee 

He is rushing, like a gale ; 
One foot on his coal black's shouldeis, 

And the other on his tail ! 

Onward, onward, panting maiden ! 

He is fiiint and fails — for now, 
B J the feet he hangs suspended 

From his glistening saddle-bow« 
Down are gone both cap and feather. 

Lance and gonfalon are down ! 
Trunks and doak, and rest of relyet, 

He has flung them to the Clown. 

Faint and fiuling ! Up he vaulteth. 

Fresh as when he first began ; 
AU in coat of bright Termillion, 

'Quipped as Shaw the Life-guardsman I 
Right and left his whizzing broadsword, 

Like a sturdy flail, he throws ; 
Cutting out a path unto thee. 

Through imaginary foes ! 

Woolfordinez ! speed thee onward I 

He is hard upon thy track, — 
Paralysed is •Widdicombez-, 

Nor his whip can longer crack, — 
He has flung away his broadsword, 

'T is to clasp thee to his breast. 
Onward ! — see he bares his bosom. 

Tears away his scarlet rest ; 
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Leaps from out his nether garments, 

And his leathern stock unties — 
As the flower of London's dustmen, 

Now in swift pursuit he flies. 
Nimbly now he cuts and shuffles, 

0*er the buckle, heel and toe ! 
And, with hands deep in his pockets. 

Winks to all the throng below I 

Onward, onward rush the coursers, 
Woolfordinez, peerless girl. 

O'er the garters lightly bounding 
From her steed with airy whirl ! 

Gomersalez, wild with passion. 
Danger — all but her — ^forgets ; 

Wheresoever she flies, pursues her; 

Casting clouds of somersets ! 

Onward, onward rush the coursers ; 

Bright is Gomersalez' eye ; 
Saints protect thee, Woolfordinez, 

For his triumph, sure, is nigh ! 
Now his CQurser's flanks he lashes, 

0*er his shoulders flings the rein, 
And his feet aloft he tosses, 

Holding stoutly by the mane ! 

r 

Then, his feet once more regaining, 
Do£& his jacket, doffs his smaUs ; 

And, in graceful folds around him, 
A bespangled tunic falls* 
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Pinions from his heels are burstingi 

His bright locks have pinions o*er them ; 

And the public sees with rapture, 
Maia's nimble son before them. 

Speed thee, speed thee, Woolfordinez I 

For a panting god pursues ; 
And the chalk is yexy nearly 

Rubbed from thy white satin shoes ! 
Every bosom throbs with terror, 

You might hear a pin to drop ; 
All was hushed, sare where a starting 

Cork gave out a casual pop. 

One smart lash across his courser. 
One tremendous bound and stridci 

And our noble Cid was standing, 
By his Woolfordinez' side ! 

With a god's embrace he clasped her. 
Raised her in his manly arms ; 

And the stables' closing barriers, 
Hid his Talonr and her charms I 
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We lately submitted ourselves to the process of being Mesmerised ; and during the 
magnetic state, which was that of the highest degree of clairvoyance, were favoured with 
a peep ioto futurity. We recollect nothing, whatever, of all that we saw; but we are told 
that we wrote part of it down at the time, our eyes theu being fast closed, and we sitting 
in a Windsor-chair upon the points of twelve tenpenny nails, which, for our own aceom' 
modation, and for the satisfaction of the company present, that we were in a slate of physical 
insensibility, had been driven up through the bottom of it. 

The ensuing narrative is compiled &om the account, which, as we are informed, we 
indited upon that occasion. 

We found ourselves, all at once (where many Mesmerists, as well as their patients — also 
sundry metaphysicians, theologians, and moralists — very ofWu lose themselves), in the clouds. 

Over the broad fields of air were spread innumerable islands of immense magnitndi?, 
of a circular form, and flattened above and below, so — to compare great things with small — 
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as to resemble Cheshire cheeses. These we at first thought were planets, but we presently 
came to find that they were structures of human invention, composed as follows : — oyer 
a case, forming an enormous air-cushion, was disposed a sort of wood-payement, made of 
cork, which had been subjected to a process securing it from decomposition. Upon this 
was placed an artificial soil of earth, where grew herbage and trees of various kinds ; and 
on which, dwelling-places, made of light yet warm materials, had been erected. The 
interiors of these artificial islands were filled with the Mesmeric fiuid itself, — a gas many 
millions of times lighter than the most rarefied hydrogen ; enabling them, notwithstanding 
the weight of their solid parts, to remain suspended in the air. Each of them was 
furnished with a stop-cock, whereby the gas might be let out at pleasure, and upon them 
all there was kept a large number of cats, from which creatures it had been discovered 
that the Mesmerogen, as the gas was termed, was procurable. These islands were tenanted 
by men, women, children, cattle, and other animals. When the aerial islanders wanted 
to descend, they let a quantity of the fiuid out; when they wished to rise, they forced 
some of it in ; displacing, of course, by so doing, the atmospheric air. This was Dean 
Swift's idea of a fiying island realised, without the aid of magic ! 

The epoch in which we were existing, was the year 2000, — to such a piteh had 
science by that time attained ! But, alas ! morality had not made a corresponding 
advancement; and it was with pain that we contemplated an aerial police, patrolling on 
fiying machines, which were like huge turbots with wings, between the isles in mid-air. 
There was no mistaking them ; the dark blue of their attire was relieved upon the lighter 
azure, their collars were lettered and numbered, and they wore list around their cuffs, 
which shewed that they were upon duty. 

Yes ; crime, without leaving the earth, had soared into the sky ; and theft and robbery 
contaminated the air. 

Dodging among the clouds, and evidently desirous of avoiding observation, we remarked 
an individual on a machine that seemed like a fiying narwhal, or unicorn fish, the snout 
being furnished with a long and formidable spike resembling that creature's horn. As he 
threaded his way through the darker masses of vapours, he threw around him into every 
nook and corner the rays of a dark lantern, which lighted up their gloomy recesses and 
kindled their lurid promontories with a red glare. As night came on these appearances 
were the more observable, and the policemen, now indistinguishable in the darkness, 
save by the lanterns which they also carried, seemed like portentous meteors fiashing 
athwart the sky. 
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Our consciousness, now, for a moment, became suspended. When it returned, we 
found ourselves in a bed-chamber of a small cottage, which stood upon the verge of one 
of these islands. It was still night. The moon was shining through the open casement, 
in whose front, overshadowing the right angle, hung a graceful cluster of ivy, through 
which the night-breeze was sighing at intervals. Lights, now rendered less conspicuous 
by the moonshine, were still gliding about at a distance, and leisurely emerging from, and 
then disappearing amidst the clouds. 

Whilst we were enjoying this singular and wonderful spectacle, a light footstep 
approached ; the chamber door opened, and a young and lovely girl, whose age might have 
been about twenty, entered with a rushlight in her hand. She was attired with a mixture 
of elegance and simplicity, in virgin-white muslin, with a black ribbon round the waist ; 
a dress which became a cheek fair, but slightly pale, sparkling grey eyes, raven tresses, 
and a snowy brow, exceedingly. In a comer, on a chair, hung a richer garment of 
similar hue, but of satin, with appropriate accompaniments; ready to all appearance for 
the morrow, and being, unequivocally, a wedding costume. Placing her candle on the 
toilette- table, whereupon were arranged a variety of articles of feminine elegance, she 
approached the window, and pensively reclined with her cheek upon her hand, and her 
elbow on the sill. 

Presently a voice was heard below, singing to the accompaniment of an ophicleide. 

" Louisa, sleep till morning's sun 

Shall gild thy cloud-built home ; 
And rise to see us two made one^ 
In yonder sacred dome. 
La, la, la, lira la ! 
Until the holy rite be done, 
Ah ! whither shall I roam ? 
Lira la!" 

"Tis Edward!" exclaimed the maiden. " Oh, Edward, go to bed; thou wilt catch cold 
in the night air." 

" Not a bit of it," answered the lover, with the accents of youth. " I can't go to bed. 
I am all impatience for the happy hour that shall unite me for ever with thee. Mean- 
while I shall be unable to close these eyes. But I will not disturb thy slumbers, Louisa. 
Firat let me charm thee, with the magic power of melody, to repose ; and then, whirled 
about on my trusty Pegasus, I go to wander till mom in the moonlit air." 

At these words the maiden threw herself listlessly on her couch ; and the lover com- 
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menced a slow and eoothing Inllaby on his deep-toned instrument. In a few s 
slept, and the musician, striking into a lively air, wliic!i seemed very much like "The girls 
we leave behind us," mounted his machine, and, the tune dying away as he ascended, 
was soon out of sight. 



Louisa still slept, and the chamber, save with her musical breathing, was hushed. 
The rushlight was burning low, and the room consequently darkened, when suddenly a flash 
of light illuminated its interior, as some aerial navigator glided by. Presently this 
phenomenon was repeated ; the person, whoever he was, having again crossed the vrindow, 
and, during hie course, having evidently taken a glance at the apartment. 

In B few moments there was a noise outside, as of somebody alighting; and sud- 
denly the apparition of a man presented itself at the window, leaning with folded anus 
upon the sill, and gazing fuU into the room. The countenance was singularly forbidding ; 
the eyes were deeply set in the head, the nose snubbed, the lips thick, and the whole 
expression sullen and scowling. There was a short pipe in the mouth, and a thick bludgeon, 
crossing the chest diagonally, rose over the left shoulder. The individual wore a white 
hat, much battered, with a piece of black crape round it, and by this circumstance we 
identdfled him with the person we had seen lurking among the clouds. 
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After standing in ibis position for a second or two, he looked cautiously around, first 
on the right and then on the left, as if to see whether any one was watching him. He then 
noiselessly lifted one leg up through the casement into the room, displaying the lower part 
of a nether garment of soiled drab, a not very clean white stocking, and a boot, laced in 
front, which came a little above the ancle. He then introduced the other leg; and next 
resting himself on the palin of either hand, let himself down into the room. He looked 
a tall powerful man, and was dressed in a Telveteen shooting jacket, and a waistcoat of 
faded black. A figured cotton neckcloth, twisted like a rope, was tied around his throat in 
a knot, and from the pocket of his coat there stuck out the stock of a pistol. It was plain 
that he was a burglar. 

He now, with the pace of one who is treading upon eggs, a precaution which his 
hob-nailed boots rendered very necessary, approached the fair sleeper. He bent over her, 
and threw the light of his lantern full in her face. She moved not — with a gesture 
expressive of satisfaction he put his finger to the side of his nose ; and then, after fumbling 
a little in his pocket, drew forth a large clasp knife. It4iising the implement of destruction, 
he was about to plunge it in her breast, when a sudden cry of "Past twelve o'clock,'* 
outside the window, arrested his uplifted arm, and baulked his sanguinary purpose; he 
slunk hastily behind the bed. The whizzing sound of the watchman's flying machine died 
away in the distance ; the coast was now clear again, and the housebreaker, emerging from 
his place of concealment, proceeded to make the most of his time, by transferring to his 
pockets as many moveables as he could find. A brooch, a vinaigrette, a gold clasp, a 
tortoiseshell-comb, a white cambric handkerchief, and the miniature of a young gentleman, 
had been thus feloniously appropriated, when the ruffian proceeded to lay his pro£uie hands 
on the satin wedding-dress, which, as before stated, was hanging on a chair in a corner. 
The rustling of the material awoke the sleeper, who instantly started up from the bed, and, 
perceiving a man in the room, gave utterance to a loud scream. 

The robber for a moment stood aghast; during which interval the courageous girl, 
with an unavailing instinct of self-defence, discharged one of her tiny slippers at the 
villain's head. Ducking, he avoided the harmless missile ; and his next act was to rush 
upon the shrieking victim; and, while with one hand he stopped her mouth, fumbled in 
his waistcoat pocket for his knife with the other. She, in the meanwhile, perceiving the 
pistol projecting from beneath the lappet of his coat, with wonderful presence of mind 
snatched it out, and discharged it full in his face. The ball infringed upon the skull ; 
but instead of penetrating the brain, and thus terminating at once his career of guilt, it 
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glanced, as ofleo happens, and making the circuit of the head beneath the scalp, came out 
by the hole by which it went in ; to tLe imroinent peril of the young lad;, one of whose 
curls it grazed in its backward passage, and then lodged in the bed-post. 

Half stunned, the houBebreaker staggered back for an instant ; and then collecting 
bimself, and brandishing liis knife, prepared, with clenched teeth and flasliing eyes, to 
spring, tiger-like, on his prey, when a violent hammering at the door convinced him that 
the family was alarmed. He rushed, tlierefore, to the window, but as he was getting out 
the undaunted Louisa clung to the skirts of his coat. Not a moment was to be lost ! — sud- 
denly seizing her in his arms, he disappeared through the casement ; and, quick as thought, 
mounting hie aerostatic vehicle, flew off like a sparrow-hawk with a chicken. 

At this moment the unhappy Edward arrived from his midnight ramble, just in 
time to behold all that he held dear upon earth, apparently on her way to the moon. 
Sounding a fearful blast of alarm upon his ophiclcide, he instantly touched a spring in his 
own conveyance, which let on the steam that it was moved by, and started after the 
villain in full chase; the whole aerial police, whom the summons had called to his aid, 
joining in the hue and cry. 



It was a grand sight to behold myriads of oxy-hydrogen lights, far and wide over the 
islets, bJaziitg with an instantaneous splendour, and darting their noon-day radiance deep 
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into the bosom of night. It appeared that every dwelling in the regions of air was 
furnished with these precautionary appliances, which were capable of being put in action 
at a moment's notice. 

The chase, of which a complete view was thus afforded^ was animated beyond description. 
The burglar kept for some time considerably in advance of his pursuers, who however, 
at last, rapidly gained upon him. He then sought to baffle them by turning and winding, 
after the manner of a fox, in and out of the clouds. Now he plunged, with Edward, 
closely followed by the police, each on his several machine directly upon his track, into a 
dense body of vapour ; now he appeared rounding the illuminated outline of one of its bold 
capes; the hunters instantly succeeding him. Then he dived with incredible velocity 
beneath an island, and anon soared alofl again, till both he and they looked like small 
specks among the stars. 

The different flying machines of the police force, also, formed a singular display. 
Some were in the form of birds or of fishes, others resembled dragons, griffins, and other 
fabulous animals; and the noise which they made in their progress, with the steam by 
which they were moved, was terrific. 

At length the housebreaker was seen descending, with the officers of justice hard upon 
him. He now made a desperate effort and stood at bay, darting, with infuriated despair 
into the midst of the throng, and running, with the spike with which his car was armed, 
full tilt against his foes, whose dexterity in avoiding him was admirable. At last, one of 
the policemen knocked off that dangerous weapon with his truncheon. 

The miscreant, upon this, perceived that his only safety lay in flight ; and, with a cruelty 
and cowardice that must be considered unparalleled, by a sudden jerk disengaged himself 
from the burden of his prey. Horrible sight for a lover ! Louisa fell screaming, with a 
velocity increasing with the square of the distance, earthward ; but the wings of love are 
fleeter than the force of gravitation, and, ere she had fallen half a mile, Edward, descending 
with the rapidity of a sunbeam, had caught her in his arms. He conveyed her instantly to 
her parental home. She had fainted, and was apparently dead ; but a dose of elixir vitce 
having been promptly administered to her, she speedily returned to life and love. Lovers 
only can understand the transports which were then the lot of herself and her Edward. 

In the meantime the burglar, surrounded by his pursuers, used every effort to escape. 
At last, finding all other resources fail him, he drew his remaining pistol ; and balancing his 
car, stood in act to fire. His aim was known to be unerring, and it was clear that he 
could only be taken alive at the expense of the life of some one of those around him. 
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Accordingly C. 24, drawing an electrical blimderbnss from a cate which bung at hia 
girdle, discliarged a flash of lightning at hie guilty bead. The blow was sure and fatal. 
Hia hat, singed and blazing, flew to the winds, and his blackened and shattered form feU, 
with innumerable gyrations to earth ; nor rested till it stuck upon some area railings. 

The next morning Edward and Louisa were married, with every prospect of a life of 
perpetual bliss, enhanced by a recollection of the peril which attended ila commencement. 
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1, M.D., H.U.M,, F.U.M.; 



M* DEAR YOUNO FrIEND-t 

You honour me exceedingly by requesting " a word of ad»ice," before 
you plunge, witL venturous dive, into a cool speculation, destined, at the first immerEion, 
to absorb your slender fortune, and engage your whole energy to the production — ihe 
sure production, however, be it spoken — of great emoluinent in the future, and a name, 
soon to be enwreathed by the professioniil laurel, now without merit distributed to 
somnolent magnetizers, and frenzied chrono-thermalists. Your plans are before me. I 
support them cordially; and consider that you "hit the right nail upon the head," 
and emancipate yourself from an universe of difficulties, by forsaking the obscure maze 
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of obsolete distinctions — restrictions of mere honour — and all the scrutinising annoyances 
of etiquette. The yicinitj of the city you have mentioned is unexceptionable, for it is 
much frequented by families of wealth and distinction, and it abounds with titled 
debauchees and corpulent church dignitaries. A word about the edifice ! — Leave " bricks 
and mortar" alone, and seek the following (if towards Malvern — why, all the better for 
you, as you can then acquire notoriety by an occasional "spar" with the "spa-men" 
and " health-gamblers" of the country around) — seek the following, I repeat to you, viz., 
a dilapidated boarding-school, a time-worn " poor-house," or a desolated lunatic asylum 
of the anti-ConoUyian order: the latter has the advantage of being characteristic. I 
should much respect a mansion cinctured with a mouldering stone parapet, a few acres 
of thistle-&rm, and an undefended, bleak, northern aspect : always remember your friend 
— the Water ! which should be inexhaustible, profuse, both for the purposes of imbibition 
"per cutem" and "per throatem." The cheapest is always the best, — your supply, or 
rather your "lot," of furniture must be as scanty as you can possibly arrange, and the 
articles you have noted dovm, viz., pig-benches, three-legged stools, pumps, syringes, 
spouts, troughs, baths of zinc, buckets, &c. Flesh-mops, &c., will occupy the place of 
other deficiencies. My son Adrian, for his own establishment, purchased a ton of coarse 
linen at a slop-shop in Wapping, and some at Chelsea: a few pounds did the business. 
It is true one old family (three brothers) died soon afterwards of something very much 
like the Egyptian plague ; but my boy has a tongue in his head, beshrew me ! " The 
impaired constitution," he said, "was non-equilibrious, and the centro-ganglionic nerves 
were so functionally injured, as to be non compos to the completion of the external elimination 
of the peccant humour;" and so it passed off, rather as a cure than otherwise. Soon 
afterwards, a Knight of the Bath, and his two shrivelled daughters, came to imbibe 
moisture at the " Hydropathic Salvatorium," " Mooney and Co., Swindleton, Bucks." You 
will have to form an operative staff, and auxiliary forces. Now a cast-off policeman 
(one of the upright " unboiled ") makes an admirable foreman. Then, for dormitory 
(No. 1, female), you can provide three or four freckled north-country women, and a 
couple of sexagenarian " sisters " from a London hospital or infirmary. Two or three 
of a sort— old soldiers and sailors, an ex-beadle, or an old turnpike-gate keeper, will 
officiate becomingly upon the maid side (No. 2). The two sleeping-wards should be 
densely congregated with second-hand iron bedsteads, purchased with a due regard to 
economy. By-the-bye, " pumpers," " pickle-tub compositors," and " napkin and wet-shirt 
soakers," may be procured from every fashionable whipping-post, and from the " stocks " at 




'^qS 



FOB EVEiaT TTABLEo 



the centre of every village, on the afternoon of a " juatice-uig day." The duty of the " staff" 
would be to hnmbug the imbibing "natives," to fumhle over the palse, and perfoim all 
secret tricks and accustomed stratagems ; and here it would be clever to avail younelf 
of one of the peregrinating eighteen -penny phreno -Mesmerists, who swarm (in debt for 
hovels and assembly rooms) all over the country ; but keep an eye to the ulver spoons, 
and even to the pewter, for, much as they are to be pitied, they are more to he guarded 
against, on every occasion. A Gottingen M. D. (a forty pound-er) ia much to be 
coveted. Hire a black cook, and employ a travelling tinker as assistant to him ; 
hydropathy is anti-kitchenerian, and hungry fits must be appeased at small cost : the 
one can dress you a hedge-snake " i ta Issequibo ;" the other can convert a Tom cat 
into a tame rabbit, or an antiquated hedge hog into a savoury stew. Butchers of ability 
Qreqaently dispose of the junior members of vaccine familieB, noted for brevi^ of existence 
— buy them ! 

Nothiny can be urged against distempered mutton, for it is eaten unconsciously in 
noble fiunilieB. Agree with a Jew-fishmonger for all the three-hal^nny cod-fish, 
onpnrchased after a fortnight's perambulation; "i la Preisanitz," it can he disguised 
and devoured greedily. Dress yourself, after the manner of a pilot, in a loose garment 
of shaggy cloth, with huge whiskers and a dense dub-beord, artificial or otherwise. 



Awake in the middle of every night, call for " a quart of water ! " sing half a verse of 
a German bravura, and turn in again. It wi4 make the patients wonder, admire, and 
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dream of you. I shall engage several travellers in the drug trade to puff you in 
eleven counties. Several editors, of slender finance, are readily to be purchased, and 
Sir Weazle Waggahon, the hack phjrsician, shall be sent on a pilgrimage to yon, to 
make your fortune in two small octavos, embellished with your own seducing portrait, 
copied from a Daguerreotype "in the possession of Earl — ■ -." For myself, I positively 
ensure you a list of patrons, commencing with half a dozen men of rank and title. Do 
not forget, for an instant, that folly and imposture can never succeed without the aid 
of the English peerage : — where such aid is deficient, all is lost ! To that hereditary 
mintmuni of brain peculiar to our own fine aristocracy, empiricism and knavery owe 
supreine exaltation. However, I shall visit you, and afiord a greater proof of service 
than cheap advice. Analyse folly and ignorance — work upon the deduction — and I pledge 
my word and my wig, you will arrive at immortal Fame 1 A few years to come, many 
a pirodigal heii, dispossessed of a doting, penurious father — many a youthful strategist, 
unburthened of a baboon-faced old spouse, plentitul in gold — many a rural ^scnlapius, 
resting from the nocturnal requisitions of peevish hypochondriacal squirelings, or spasmodic 
churchwardens — shall roll their eyes in rapture all-absorbent, and smile fondly and with 
immense self-gratulation, to hear mention of the name of — Aquarius Fooletrappe. 

For the present, dear young friend, 



SwmdkUm Magna, October 30, 1843. 



C. M. 
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COMIC NTRSERY TALES: 

IN HUMOROUS VERSE. 

BY 

G. A. A* BECKETT; F. W. N. BAYLEY, AUTHOR OF THE "NEW TALE OF A TUB;* 
ALBERT SMITH, AUTHOR OF " LEDBURY'S ADVENTURES ;" 

AND BY 

THE AUTHOR OF "THE COMIC LATIN, AND COMIC ENGLISH GRAMMARS." 

WITH NUMEROUS ILLUSTRATIONS BY 
GBAM, A&riiaD 01lOWQiyX&&v AMD iiaaoB. 

Small 4to., gQt edged, in eoloared boards, price 2«. 6dL each ; or, in Three Series, price 6#. each, in rich 

illuminated binding, with eoloared firontispiece. 



PIBST sBfttas. 
BLUE BEARD. 

BEAUTY AND THE BEAST. 

ROBINSON CRUSOE. 



8BCOHD SBKIBS. 

RED RIDING HOOD. 
HOP O' MY THUMB. 
PUSS IN BOOTS. 
SLEEPING BEAUTY. 



THIRD SBBIBS. 

JACK THE GIANT KILLER. 

CINDERELLA. 

TOM THUMB. 



Wm. S. ORR & CO., AMEN CORNER, PATERNOSTER ROW. 

THE BOY'S OWN BOOK: 

MANUAIi OF TBS BVOATB AKD VASTXXaS OF TOVTI 

WITH UPWARDS OF 600 ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Price St. 6<i| or handsomely bound in morocco, lOt. Oi. 



THE YOUNG LADY'S BOOK: 

A COMPLETE RePEETOEY OP BYEET OEACBPUL AlTD CMPEOVINO PuRBUIT THAT CONTRIBUTES TO THE 

Pebpection OP THE Femalb Characteb, ahd cohititutbs the accomplished English Gentlewoman. 
Handsomely bound in crimsoxl silk, and imitation Mechlin Silk Facings, price One Guinea. 

LONGMAN, BROWN & CO., PATERNOSTER ROW. 
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YOUNG ENGLAND'S LITTLE LIBRARY: 



A SERIES OF THIRTEEN 



CHRISTMAS, NEW-YEAR, S( BIRTH-DAY CIFT-BOOKS, 

FOR CHILDRE 



CONTRIBUTED BY 

MRS. S. C. HALL, MRS. HOWITT, MR. ALBERT SMITH, MR. GASPEY, 
THE AUTHOR OF THE «* NEW TALE OF A TUB," 

AND OTHER AUTHORS. 

X&&UBT11ATB1I BT ABBOXiOiry OBOWQUXX1&, AKD GBAK. 



PRICE ONE SHILLING EACH. 
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NUMBER ONE. By Mrs. S. C. Hall. 
LITTLE CHATTERBOX. By Mrs. S. C, Hall. 
THE SAVOYARD BOY AND HIS SISTER, 

from the Germsn of Klbtkr. By H. D. Haas. 
ADAM THE GARDENER. By Mr. Clarke. 
PERSEVERANCE ; or, God Helps Them who 

Help Themsblyes. By Mr. Clarke. 
PRINCESS NARINA, and her Sil7BR-Fba- 

thbred Shoes. By Mr. Clarrb. 
CURIOSITIES OF NATURE. By Mr. Adam 

Stock. 
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CURIOSITIES OF ART. By Mr. Adam Stock. 

GLORY; a Tale op Morals drawn prom 

History. By Mr. Gaspby. 
THE FAVOURITE PUPIL. By Mary Howitt. 
THE PICTURE OF THE VIRGIN. By Mart 

Howitt. 
ADVENTURES OP JACK HOLYDAY. By 

Mr. Albert Smith. 
DROLLERIES IN RHYME. By F. W. N. 

Bayley, Author of ths *'Nbw Tale op a 

Tub." 



" A series of elegant little Tolumes under the above title has just been issued by Messrs, Orr and Co., 
designed for the amusement and instruction of " Young England " — not the great boys of the Commons' 
House, who rejoice in the appellation; but of the real young England, whose members are still under 
the care of the schoolmaster, and who, in these holyday times, will speedily iuTade parental hearths in 
great numbers, and to whom books such as these will be almost as welcome as puddings or pantomimes. 
The principal contributors are' Mrs. S. C. Hall, Mr. Cowden Clarke, and Mrs. Howitt ; names which are 
a sufficient guarantee for the excellence of their contributions ; and the contents of the thirteen Yolumes 
forming the series include, not only moral tales and instructive essays on the curiosities of nature and 
art, written in simple language, but fiury tales — such as children love. There are also some few pieces 
of a comic character, written by Mr. F. W. N. Bayley» and Mr, Albeit Smith. The Yolumes are taste- 
fully and profusely illustrated, and will form cheap and acceptable presents to the rising generation." — 

Mommg Chromele. 

LONDON: 

Wk. S. orr & CO., AMEN CORNER, PATERNOSTER ROW. 
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